ie = Ea . + 
CK CARTER’S GIRL DETECTIVE, Was’ NoW A LIVING 4NCHOR TO THE STAR-SAILING AIRSHIP. : 
> ‘ P » =) "| i 


oe 


NICK CARTER 


WEEKLY. 


Entered according to Act of Congress in the year P23 by mre e, Smith, in the Office of the Librarian of Congress, 
Washington 
Entered as second class Matter oi the New York, N. ¥., Post Office. 


Issued weekly. 


No 82. 


Srreet & Smiru, Publishers. 


Subscription price, 


NEW YORK. 


July 23, 1898. 


5 Cents 


$2.50 per year. 


81 Fulton 8t., N. Y, 


\Roxy’s Mid Air Rescue 


CHAPTER I. 
: ‘‘WHOOPING IT UP.’’ 
| 4f*Riverdale!” 
Neverfail!) « 
we “Bang! bang! bang! 
"The stirring college call rang out with 
ear-splitting echoes to a new variation. 
» Acchorus of distracting shots took the 
place of the usual and familiar—— 
~ Rah! ’rah! ’rah!’’ 
All Riverdale Academy was trooping 
_ the town common just beyond the school 
_ Minis. 2 
A jolly sight was the result of a half- 
Fotis vacation. 
. About every circus or other traveling 
“show on the road made it -a point to in- 
a ‘clude the lively college town in its route. 
— fourth or fifth one of the season 
its tents that day, 
=e “The up-to-date students were “doing”? 
Ea in characteristic style. 
ney ‘Ssan"® everything—or imagined 
AS They. had just given an ovation to the 
Pon and only man with the iron arm.’’” 
Everything was inferior, and they had 
ade sport of it. 


The circus had turned out a sell, the 
= cheap, but the irresistible crowd 


ig P + 


A Diamond Mine in a Mummy’s Head. 
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had as much fun guying as if meritorious _ : 
entertainment had been the rule. 

They had complimented the ten thou-_ 
sand dollar beauty till she broke dgwn, — 
and got the Ceylonese Twins so jealous of — 
one another that they became engaged in 
a regular scrapping match. : 

A shooting gallery had set the pace for ~ 
clamor, and “the boys had made the air 
ring with cowboy recklessness as the — 
strong-arm curio began his exhibition. 

Nick Carter’s crack pupils, Bob Ferre 
Jack Burton and Buff Hutchinson—stifl 
posing at the academy as students—were 
with the animated group for allthey were. 
worth. = 

‘*There’s your model, Jack,”’ nudge 
Bob, directing an. eye at the platf 
holding “the modern Samson.’ “3 

‘Yes, that will interést you, sutelesen 2S 
quite in your line, you know,”’ : Le 
Buff, Bee 
“YT hope not!’? muttered wnat young — Vg 
athlete, as ‘‘atwo-hundred pound dumb. — 
bell’? was lifted up by the performer, and 
a staring yawp nearly dislocated his j bree 
goggling at the wondrous feat. mr ag 4 

ae fake?” ; « : i 

‘*Yes, and there’s a fellow who isonto_ 

it. ”» 


BE PATRIOT! WEAR A ABUTTON, 


¥: ‘“*Where?’? — 
= ‘See ? yonder, eee, against that pole 
_ -wagon.’” 


“And he looks, too, ai if he was taking 
itin preparatory to a closer investigation 

- Tater ou,’ suggested Bob. 

__-**Watch nek” directed Jack. 

‘The man in question was a stranger in 

+ Riverdale, and apparently. not counected 
with the shows. 

_ His attire was simply gorgeotts—almost 

a travesty on loud stage burlesque itself. 

What caught Jack, however—a genuine 
- young athlete ‘‘dead stuck on muscle !’’— 
~ was the fellow’s phenomenal build. 

He was one of the wost magnificent 
"specimens of full muscular development 
ST os had ever seen. 

But for the toughened face aud a Bow- 


 sociation—the man-was a model Hercules 
and Apollo combined. ~ 

His splendid physique would have 
_ charmed any painter or sculptor. 


aed leerily at the unconscious per- 


: Oth “The “poked-up ‘rigidi ity of his cigar, the 
: on of his pursed lips, a certain 
= tless contraction of the muscles of his 
~ Tends, were sure pointers to Jack Burton 
that he was interested or worked up. 
‘That fellow isn’t going to stand it 
_ long,” observed Jack. 
“Stand what?” propounded Bob. 
“That padded monstrosity on the stage, 
ing as a giant.”” 
Think he’!l expose him?” 
I think he’l! clean out the whole ¢ com- 
ion, if he gets riled, a" 
pe ew real, is he?” 
‘*A professio 

Figuess., oer something to see him 

\ cer ne he can do!” 


eh, 


* “chuckled Bits 
| iron weighing a 


and grim, 
“three hun- 


sine about him, 
of his 5 


: ery hunch—acquired through evident as- — 


His silk hat a tilt over one eyebrow, he 


slugger, if I dow t miss © 


she platform | had ‘sek - 


ae Wid one duke,” — 
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His lecturer sented forward now. 

‘‘Gentlemen,’? he said, suavely, ‘‘you 
have witnessed the remarkable exploits of 
the Modern Samson.’ 

‘Rah for Simpson !’’ from a quartette 
of academy boys. 

‘Samson, gentlemen—order, please! 
To show you how truly marvelous is this © 
phenomenon’s magnificent strength, we 


' will bring forward a weight one-quarter 


the one just handled by him as if it was a 
feather, and will challenge any two per- 
sous in the crowd to lift it ont straight 4 
single inch from the fluor.** 

“That’s a go!’’ exclaimed Buff to on 
companions instantly. 

Bob'calmed his zeal with a detatnae 
hand. 

‘*Where are you, Jack? 2”? began Buff. 

“Tm not on exhibition just now—i 
want to watch the fum”’ 

_ “And that big fellow with the talking 
necktié is going to start it, hot and 
heavy,’’ predicted Bob. 

Two lackeys had dragged a heavy 
weight upon the stage. ~ 

The three watching members of Nick 
Carter’s detective school at once under. 
Stood that_this was a genuine piece of 
iron—weight just what it was marked; 
one hundred and twenty-five pounds: — 

The modern Samson stood back in 
proud glory, folding his stuffed arms till 
the false muscles looked like deformities, ». 

The lecturer regarded the’silent audi- 
ence with a certain pitying smile. 

**No takers?’’ he insinuated, / patron? - 
ingly. 

“Put in a peg dere, -eully Pm ye: 


. chicken.’? 


cite man Yikes was interested in hati 

ken.~/ 

With a conceited roll to his body, hh 
made his way to the step upon the plat-_ 


form. 


‘Two, youse said?” he remarked. a 

“Any two,”’ blandly. bowed a 
turer, but he looked dubious, 

“Tl do it alone.’ 

“VYou——”” Pa 


req 


ee yyy as 
‘The lecturer made an ate —. 
ceded as the er. b om made a 


ble! a oe . 


ar 
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see at him as if he would butt him off 
the stage. 

The performer acted painfully inter- 
ested. 

‘*Rust’’ growled the great voice of the 
intruder ‘‘take dat trash into der back 
yard!” 

“«Whoop!?? 

Aha!’ 

“Rubber!’’ scoffed the new Samson, 
and he gave ‘‘the three-hundred pound 
cannon ball’? a kick that sent it kiting. 

‘*Wood!’? he roared, and with the heel 
of his boot scraped a long streak of paint 
off ‘‘the five hundred-pound weight.” 

‘*Tuminum!’? he growled, tossing back 
the dumbbells as if they were hairpins. 
*‘Now, den, youse—lift dat!” 

Ina flash the most credulous of the 
crowd caught on. 

They saw that an expose was in order. 

‘Sir! we never allow——’’ began the 
abashed lecturer. 

‘Lift dat real, genywiie weight!” pet- 
sisted the intruder to the now pale and 
shrinking ‘“‘Samson.”? 

‘*I—I’ve done my act.”’ 

“Lift itP? 

ws [| won’t!?? me Bes = 
Yer can’t, yer mean, “Try it; or Ill 
* _ .chaw yer!” 

“*Call the police. 

‘*Come here, you Gket” 

‘The intruder made him come. 

He yanked out just once. Hooking one 
of those stout fingers of his into the belt 
of the Samson, he gave him a whirl. Up 
over his head he held him—spun him to 

_ the other hand. 
Hoisting him in both—squirming, ex- 
- postulating—he gripped him till he half 


ahrieke rom the pain. — 
Lae ly * dre g het this real 
- athle never belying the estimate Jack 


had made of his lat 


ent prowess, dipped 
slowly till his teeth rested on the sou 


ye: 


—" chain gorrenaeity the real weighs: 
ae a ew: , 
gaia. “Glorious!” ee. re _ 
foe <2 ae ” 
os 22 “Hurrah } 


* due oe pie ah 


= Sa enthusiasm ran the rounds like 
= ring’ is, ready to award 


“" 


gymnasium-trained fellows of the acad- 
emy broke loose like a cyclone. 

The new giant, the real giant, dropped 
the weight after lifting it. three feet. 

He shook the fake exhibitor as he 
would a poodle dog. 

Then he gave him a contemptuous slide 
to the back of the stage. 

Regarded by the exposed performer, his 
lecturer and their own assistants like a. 
wild steer broken loose in a peaceful graz- 
ing meadow, he only grinned at the ac- 
claiming audience. 

““T’anks!?? he ducked, 
cheese! it’s me daily diet!” 

‘*Encore!’? 

‘Bring me a safe or two, den!” 

“Say, you’re royal !?’ 

“Speech!” 

**Who did dat?’ 

The tones were like the roar of a 
roused lion. 

Some one had thrown a missile—an old 
slipper. 

It whizzed past the ear of the intruder 
just as he was about to leave the plat- 
form. 

Agile as was he powerful, the fellow 
turned as if set on springs. 

Voice, face and hands centred a feroc- 
ity of purpose that made the performer 
shrink as if collapsing. 

‘‘Sail into them, beefy!” yelled a bel- 


‘*bhut cheese! 


= 


ligerent voice. — 


‘Wipe ’em out!’* 

“Watch mel’” 

There were four now crowding at the 
extreme edge of the stage in abject fear. 

These, with biffs that were com parative 
love taps—the intruder crowded promis- 
cuously, pell-mell, neck and heels off the 
platform. 

Behind it were as many as ten enn 
butchers, tent tossers and hostlers. 

From their midst the missile pe sn : 
and the intruder ~s 

They put up abn t—one man 
raising a club, another yar es 


Riverdale Academy up end: 
» Sorwaed tan wae b work: ‘Keepin tab 
on the whirl of esi into w the | 
- intruder s addenly 
_ Nick Carter’s” aoa 2 school, 


“rather the active branch of it im 


SEE LAST PAGE, — 


~% 
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-_ evidence, made front-row efforts to be in 
at the finish. 

Jack Burton was an expert among 
 novices—the one strict connoisseur ae 
overt. 

Even he marveled. _ 

Nick Carter’s athletic young pupil 
adored fistic excellence just as muchas he 
despised useless fighting. 

4*Muscles like an ox!’ commented a 
casual voice. 

_ *Science!”’ breathed Jack Basten aad 

- watched and studied. 

The exposet fairly mowed gown his 

- enemies. 

One of them was foolhatdy enough to 
grapple with him. 

~ The fellow cracked as his adversary 

bent him nearly double! 

With a shriek he struck the ground 
and lay there as if broken in two. 

‘‘Out of the way !’’ ordered Jack, sharp- 
ly, to several crowding him close. 

) With hisown no insignificant strength 

he cleared a swath. 

= ‘*What’s the trouble, Jack?” queried 

~ — Bob, quickly. 

a “*Rellow drop 

“The fighter?” 
es. “Ves: ” : 
ea “What is it? Ah! Tsee!”’ 
Bob groped out fora glittering orna- 

3 ment that had been torn from the vest of 

- the intruderin his last scuffle. 

“Coin, chain piece, I guess,’” he re- 
© marked. ‘*He’ll kill somebody !”” 
Bob slipped his find into his pocket to 
return it to its owner Jater. 

-__ He was intensely ie , like every- 
ody else, in a new phase he mpeomage 

ad taken. 


/ 
+, 


ed something.” 


ripping, tossing, knocking.forms 


; te ‘stole up. behind 
m and ruck: hi Ronee a aoe 
«stake ri t across the neck. _ 
The ex - rt whirle —a terrible punish- 
0 nM gli ie 
aa sma and nimble, prob- 
oe <_- ee Sieh. 


“Slap—biff—smack L_ubatiing: beady: to- 
he 
ke a dry goods mai passing © 


arow of dummies, the fistic ex- 
id rack the pamenling mob farther 


halt } pees on the edge #1 


It was. side-tipped for repairs. 

The stranger could not vault it, but he 
started to round it, his rage now centred 
in his last cowardly assailant. 

‘‘Foull”’ yelled a chorus, 

‘**He’s down!’’ 

“Shame!” 

Quick asa flash a change had come in 
the situation. 

Six stalwart fellows on the other side 
of the wagon had done what they evident- 
ly counted to be a clever thing. 

They had forcibly tipped the wagon. 

The stranger wavered, stumbled, fell— 
the next instant he went flat. 


Across his neck directly went. the 
broad, crushing, forward axle of the 
velicle: 


Two men with clubs ran at the help- 
less, quivering, pinned victm. 

**Stop them!’ spoke Jack. \ 

Bob and Buff intercepted the poltroons 
with promptitude and nerve. 

**Pull—him—ont!’’ 

Bob Ferret thriled, Buff Hutchinson 
felt his flesh crawl. 

Jack had done a risky thing. 

That quick, keen eye of his had taken 
in urgency, necessity, in a flashing two 
seconds’ space of time. 

He saw the stranger’s peril—he knew 
his own powers. 

He could not drag up one hundred and 
twenty-five pound weights with his teeth, 


or toss human beings about like glass 
balls. 


But Jack could do what the Samson, 
strong as he was, probably could uet do— 
he was ‘‘a lifter.’? 

He had_ Sen. under the wagon and 
braced. 

_ Upit came an inch, groaning—two, on 
a tilting quiver. . 

Panting, Jack saw avick hands pull the © 


MESS: Aree, ~ 


Deftly he backed, sprang—down came Je 


the wagon, but it did not catch him. a 
Bob and Buff were holding the stran- 

get, who was slightly phase and getting ~ 

back his wits. — 

deck steadied his shaken nerves yand 


sg ne tents 


The: cademy boys, pare © toa ‘ring to 
‘aes lionize their tavorite and hero, - 
cena clas Sheets 
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Silence had ruled, strangely unan- 
_ ‘imous and sudden, during the last two 
- minutes of the startling episode. 

Just now a thrilling shriek, somewhat 
beyond, split the silence like a knife. 

It was that vivid, that sudden, that 
frantic, that Jack Burton nerved up as if 
struck by an electric wire. 

‘‘What’s wrong?’ he cried, whirling. 

‘He saw ina flash—saw the start of a 

“new occurrence. 

It was an incident, a happening the 
most. tremendously wild: and blood-cur- 
dling that any..of Nick Carter’s experi- 
enced young = detectives had ever wit- 
nessed. - 

‘And eae Nick Carter’s nervy, dar- 
ing girl detective—was in it! 


CHAPTER IL 
THE LIVING ANCHOR. 
Magically the attention of every person 
within range of that chrillingsshsiek was 
enchained, - 
® Tustantly eyes and feet were directed to 
a new part of the common. 
The real giant and the fake giant were 
elke forgotten ina Pde unanimous rush. 


urtom: 
atis it??? Bab im as he 
say 5 hint tet AH sph shi as 

_ “Something ‘wrong 
i “How?” 

{*A woman.”? 
Jack” was the first at the side of the 
sn woman in question. 

She was some nurse maid, he guessed, 
_ from the hotel near by. 
She wore q dainty cap and the couven- 
~ tional trifle of an apron. 
ges miei now the one was wildly disor- 
dere _ the. other she was aimlessly 
E "ee a transport of frenzy. . 


aos ‘screamed, and tore her 


A 


es — pl? sh he ‘added, Eomectiontiy in 
>a » still amore’ pistcing scent us i 

er ‘Police! je ae rae 
She made a sobbing, chetehebig aed at 


it, too, Jack had reached her im. 


Ses 


ee . stim gett 


a baby carriage at Her side: ite ee iar fe 
ord 


She was pawing over the tiny sheets, 
counterpanes and delicately frilled pillows 
like a penniless miner hunting for gold, 

) ‘*My girl!’’ spoke Jack, touching her 
arm. 
. She only screamed wilder than ever. 

‘What's the matter here ?”’ 

“Kill me!’’ screamed the extraordi- 
nary female. 

‘*Nobody wants to kill you.”’ 

‘*He will!’ 
~ *Who.will?’’ 

‘*The man!’’ 

‘What man ?”’ 

‘*That gave me that!’’ 

“‘Gave you what ?’’ peraare the puz- 
zled Jack. 

“That! that! that!—oh! oh! oh!” 

The girl brought up from among the 
ruffled-up articles of the dainty baby bed 
a piece of wood. - 

It was the size of an infant—about the 
shape, too, wrapped as it was .with a lit- 
tle white flannel shawl. 

A baby cap was tied over its top, and a 
baby dress trailed. 

**See! see!’’ wailed the woman. 

‘I do see!’’ ejaculated Jack, witha 
start. BES 
- Ina flash the truth occurred to. him. 

The maid was on the point of falling 
down ina hysterical fit—her heels were 
kicking and was hands were beating the 
air now. 

For only a ‘aceond Jack checked the 
nervous impulse. 

_ Listen!’ he ordered, 
shook her. 

“*Yes!’’ she gulped. 

‘*Baby in that carriage ?”’ 

“There was!’’ 

**Some one took it ?’’ 

‘*Stolen !”’ 

**Just now ?”’ 

**Kidnapped—hide ana 
ing!” 

Jack read things straight « nd pro! 

While fla was peat hi some | 


* 


and actually 


ae “come 


“guest’s 


age we 


a ‘ordinary excitement “0 sai 


ca ' 
6 S 


‘She had pointed to an advancing figure, 
It was on a rush—the Bowery giant of 
ee recent platform episode. 
’As she saw him coming she screamed, 
Bigcned white as flour, and fell down ina 
_ half fit, half faint. 
“What?” 
_ "The word was a thunderbolt. It was 
so hoatse, so terrible, that people shrank. 
In it the newcomer, a vast engine of 
muscle and power, seemed to challenge 
humanity as if he would sweep them out 
of existence if aiwimimediate answer was 
~~ not provided. 
in Jack saw something more than casual 
curiosity in the athlete’s eye—intense in- 
terest, vivid suspense. 
‘ Then, to his amazement, the burly 
giant wilted as if a blood vessel had burst. 
He saw tne empty baby carriage—he 
_ saw the substituted, dressed-up block of 
Ecol, in Jack Burton’ s hand. 
He actually reeled, his eyes usually full 
‘of defiance, animosity, toned down to 
= pileous fright. 
He began to shake, and the splendid 


is of his natural tone subsided to alinost © 


siceless whi 
eBoy! boy !” he> gasped, \“de—de 
child!” 


+ “Stolen, this girl says.” 

_ And me off guard!” 

"Ts it your child?” 

‘Worse!’ groaned the man, 
ae ‘What do you mean by ‘worse?’ ”’ 
ees ho took it??? > 
Up braced the iron-knit form abruptly. 
— Who took it?’’ he fairly screamed, 
and his eyes grew aglare. - 
os... ‘Mister!’ 
A barefooted urchin edged to Jack’s 


Wal ie i? Jack’s sleeve. 
tive. 


ust now ther adie was ftiiads his 
Si to ie, rs ses him 


is it?’ queried the young de- 


Ppoblems later.’ 
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‘“Where? Needn’t tell!’ cried Jack. 
“Voy! 1)» 

Jack grabbed the crazily Swinging arm 
of the athlete. 

All muscle, the fellow was plunging 
about, not knowing how to work off his 
terrific emotion any other way. 

“What? what?’’ cried the man, as if 
in pain. 

‘That child.” 

yes! yes!” 

“*See— yonder!” > 

Crossing a clear space was a man, run- 
ning. 

Jack could not have told why, but the 
minute his sweeping glance had taken in 
this fellow he set him down as the ab- 
ductor. 

/‘*That’s him, I guess,’’ spoke Jack. 

‘After him! Ill tear his heart out!?* 
and the giant gnashed his teeth in horri- 
ble fury. 

‘That's him—I know!” added Jack, 
in a shout. 

“Tf he’s hurt the child, 11] rend him 
limb from limb!” raved the athlete. 

Jack’s guess had been verified by two 
observatious. 

The runner had half turned—he wore 
a mask covering half his face. 5 

A flapping piece of lace-tucked whita 
trailed from a burden he carried in his 
arms. 

“He’s got the child! voted ‘Jack. 
‘¢Now to overhaul him !”’ 

Jack paid no further attention to the 
fistic expert than to observe that he had 
started up also, his lurid eye on the far- 
— runner like that of ¢ tiger spotting 


a Noapauen Ne was soon left behind, 
but the young athlete found that he had 
company. 

“What ?’’ on one side. 

‘‘What??’ on the other, 

“Kidnapper!’? briefly vouchsafed Jack, 
recognizing Bob and Buff, and economiz-— 
ing his breath. 

‘Not that fellow’s child a 
_ “Says not.” { hee’ 

“Then——”’ ve, nares 


“Get the child—puzzle out sltionship 


“Good advice!” — 4itg 


wis “Tm eee vaunte off, eS 


- 


NICK CARTER WEEKLY. 7 


He. foreed ahead, leading in what was 
now a race, 

Confused cries behind. told that the 
crowds were watching a scene only half 
understood. 

Bob gave a quick word; and the trio 
spread. out in fan-shape order. 

This was done to interrupt: the runner 
ahead if he attempted a side dive. 

If the fugitive had any such purpose in 
view, however, he abandoned it aftera 
backward glance. 

The ground ‘rose beyond to a hill top 
plateau. 

Here, staked in; sagged: and ataided 
the balloon in which\ a wy ascension 
was made. 

Tf the man passed that ‘ane dove down 
the other slope, he would be lost‘in leafy 
covert before his pursuers could cross the 
crest. 

“<Spurt up!’ mee ott Jack, reckotting 
out all this. 

“Got your pistol » called Bee oes aie 
at home.” ~ 

“Empty,” explained Jack. Bat?” 

“Blank cartridges—for the celebration, 
ees EHOW Te Se 

_ “Shoot anywa ie 

pas ‘scare? E — Rees, 

<pPeyitT? Sans _ ; - 

Buf | forced the experiment. 

‘The runner, some two hundred eds 

ahead, spas around with the quickness of 
a top. es 

Then all three saw the defyiii mask of | 
black silk covering the face to the lips. 

The fellow held out the white-robed 
infant in one hand. 

With the other he waved a long blade- 


= bared knife, 


= 


be 
aed 


ee 
ext 


= 
=e 
av 
Sek 


; a 


~ 


So suggestively “did he - graze his help- 


, less. burden with its point that Jack shud- 


dere 
BS 3 ree kill» was the mute but 
_ significant menace conveyed, 
What the: man would aaa dige-sfox 


- the trio kept on “unheedingly-sits fren 


bers could only guess, for the fellows at- 

on just phen. ‘ieee ae 
tirely. A chorus of gay, careless, 

19 at ay very near, mane him start, — 

the boys stared in turn. _ 

ro 4 fringe of bushes at. the aint 


" WEAR A “MAINE BUTTON, — 


of the hill burst a bevy in lively colors, 
and tripping and laughing. 

‘‘Seminary girls!’’ spoke Buff. 

“Tf they block him!’ 

They did not. The runner saw them 
nearly in his course. 

He did not veer, but with a hideous 
geniace of ferocity brandished the blade 
he bore. 

In a second, laughter gave place to ter- 
tified shrieks. 

The pressing forward group shrank 
back as at a simoon’s scorching blast. 

All except one—a form the spryest, the 
daintiest, left the coterie as if singled out 
by some ‘irresistible purpose. 

Jack gave a great gulp of hope. 

Bob’s eyes sparkled. 

Buff chuckled. 

‘‘Roxy!’’ voiced all three, and in uni- 
son. 

It was Nick Carter’s girl detective— 
there was something too characteristically 
individual in her looks, her pose, her ac- 
tions, to baffle the three pairs of keen « 
eyes, even at a distance. 

Like them, the litile professional lady 
had came to. Riverdale, following up au 
important criminal case. 

Like them, she had. found it necessary 
to adopt a school guise. 

Like them, she had lingered, making 
the seminary her base of operations for 
new cases constantly. developing. 

Like them, she was part and parcel of 
the jollification crowds—just as girlish as 
-was she shrewd, just as happy-hearted 
as was she ambitious. 

Ever ready for detective work, in the 
school as on Broadway, the New York 
flower. girl had given the running man 
and the brandishing knife a sinister read- 
ing, and had sprang like magic into the 
ranks of duty. 

She ran straight after and up toward 
the fellow. 

He showed his white, gleaming teeth, 
ejected a hissing growl audible at at fifty 
yard: and waved the knife anew. aes 

she don’t seare !’’ remarked Buff. Say 

Rea Aha ei ae heh la. gaontling ee 


aegre | 
Bob “deemed it ct to a alotify their | 
quick-witted girl comrade, oe 
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‘The direction was a spur—Roxy’s feet 
started tripping. - 

The fugitive gave the hillside one swift 
sweep with his glance, then he put ahead 
fast as he could go. 

**Counted the chances—in for a race!”’ 
decided Jack. 

‘*With Roxy the nearest!’’ pursued 
Bob, calculatingly. 

‘*So, she’ll get him!’’ prophesied Buff, 
with entire contentment. 

**He’s stopped!’ — 

‘*She’s down!’ 

“Oh, the brave little heroine!’ 

Roxy was one. She never had a care 
_for peril, and therefore did not know 
what fear meant. 

She had gained, gained—gained | on the 
man, but only through prodigious efforts 
that made her feet fly in a kind of a diz- 
zying twinkle. 

The running, suspenseful trio saw her 
behind the fugitive. 

Then she was at his side, then in 
front. 

* A push, a blow, some movement not 

exactly traceable, swept Roxy aside. 

She whirled forcibly, but a streak of 
white cloth in her hand told that she had 
attempted to rescue the kidnapper’s bur- 
den. What she did, half prostrate—what 
- missile, quickly seized, deftly sped, the 
breathless trio could not tell, but the 
nan, running on, howled. 

Then he limped and halted, shot back 

a ringing anathema at the girl detective, 
_and posed in a baffled, desperate way. 

Before Roxy could get up, however, he 
was in action again, : 

The swinging, bulging balloon seemed 

ato suggest something to him. 

With a start. Baby ‘saw dine stride the 
NOME a yell Buff ated ‘that he lifted 
over. the edge of the swaying basket, 
“He'll never!” gasped Jack, fairly a 


He has!” voiced Bob. 
: “Sent ‘that little ae" 
_ “Aloft 


e'scoundrel’s intention was outlined 
a second—executed in a flash. 
‘The disposing, the destruction of his 


© Sree ai charge seemed: Sipe he was 
inde hy sR Se 


The minute he dropped the child over 
into the basket of the balloon, he ran to 
a heavy iron stake driven into the 
ground, 

‘*Not going himself——’’ began Buff. 

‘*He’s cut the ropes!’ 

A dazzling play of the knife slashed 
and danced in mid-air. 

The last cable slit, swept the fellow’s 
limbs like a whiplash, and came very 
nearly entangling him. 

The balloon began to skim forward. 

Unhampered, the heartless miscreant 


put down the hill. 


“Buff!’’ shouted Bob. 

‘**T understand!’ 

As Buff diverged to take up the solitary 
pursuit directed, Bob and Jack ran 
straight on. 

The balloon was scudding, but it had 
scarcely lifted. 

Some trough of heavy air gave an 
even-drawing suction, and both boys saw 
that if they could come up with the bal- 
loon something might yet be done. 

Roxy had got to her feet. 

Her saucy hat had blown off, and her 
rare wealth of sunny locks ran out like 
golden streamers. 

She looked nowhere but at the balloon 
—her feet fairly skimmed the green 
sward, 

; ‘*It’s coming back!’? cried Jack, hope- 
ully. 

The balloon had taken a sharp back- 
ward swoop. 

Still Roxy ran on. 

‘*It’s rising !’’ shouted Bob. 

With the words he came to a halt. 

For the chase of man, child and gas 
bag was—ended. 

The latter had struck harmonius air 
soundings at last. 

Shivering till its silky surface buzzed 
and flapped, it suddenly steadied. 

Then up it went. 2 

‘Lost!’ muttered Jack, grimly. © 

‘*She’s done it!’’ bolted Bob Ferret. 

Roxy had. 

Jack turning white, Bob dumb as 
with a shock, the twain stared up. © + 

It was not to follow the course of the” 
speeding balloon. 

ae was to observe as_well, oo 
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Roxy, Nick Carter’s girl detective, — 
now a living anchor to the star-sailing 
air ship! 

CHAPTER III. 
THE GIANT AND THE PIGMY. 

Bob Ferret spoke not a word. 

- « Jack Burton stood spellbound. 
_-It was no time for vain discussion, for 
® frantic einotion—both expert young pro- 
fessionals realized this. ~ 
They could only watch and think. 
Suddenly out of the thinking grew 


action. _ : 
, “*T’l] chase the balloon.”’ 
Jack spoke steadily enougl—just as if 
ic was ta talking of hunting up a stray land 
vehicle. © 


**Good,’’ nodded Bob, simply. 
. But Jack’s face was still colorless, and 
Bob could feel his heart thumping 
-Mightily. ~~. ™ 
The silence that precedes a frightful 
storm swayed back of them, around them. 
“y A thousand eyes wefe rivetzd on the 
free trapeze exhibition. uow going on in 
the air. 
Roxy had clutched the dangling rope 


IT CS coches. that the ‘same 
* «nerve that had impelled ~ her to this 
hazardous undertaking would take her 
safely up to the basket of the balloon. 
___ It did. 
_ if tremulous with the relief aspiration of 
at ~ a vast chorus. 
The living anchor went up the sway- 
ing rope, over the basket edge. 


ea “Pluck to the core!’ 


‘> Bob thrilled to the cheer of the myriad 
ag Roxy was aitily waving her hand to 
immense audience. 
__Kloppety-klop! 
_ “A new sound broke in upon the vague 
- babel of noises ensuing. 
_ Jack was ‘mounted. Somewhere he had 
sa secured a horse, a great, black, paeyed 
animal. 


ov 


= was probably one of the  cireus out 


and was restive of restraint. | 
A superb horseman, however, the 
ae ng eet sat the saddle as if he was a. 


ted there. 
faite after the man who had ial the 


oe chasing the balloon—clever, © 
sents TO GET A aoe 


’ 
’ 


a ess 7 =~ 
* Z ber Sa 
OS = ree . oT a 


He could feel the air flutter as 


‘The fistic 


dauntless Roxy at its helm—Bob: saw 
work sorted out less fearsomely now. 
‘‘She’ll:manage,’’ he hoped. ‘‘Roxy 
was raised for the circus, so—girl prodigy 
in other things, why not girl aeronaut? 


._ She'll get onto the ropes, if anybody !”’ 


What of the man with the iron fists, 
and the maid of the baby carriage? 

Bob had this mystery to dig out, and 
was just turning his attention to the same 
as there came a prompt answer to his 
mental question. 

*‘Hello!’’ he voiced. 

Bob gave a glance up at the balloon— 
it was a sideling speck, losing itself in 
the hilly mists. 

Then he started upon a keen run. 

A ting—but a tididly-broad ring— 
surrotnded the fistic expert. 

It seemed that he had seen_the result of 
the pursuit, and had abandoned the same. 

Coming back, he had sought the maid 
who had been in charge of the stolen 
infant... 7-5. 

She was being carried to the hotel, 
still im her faint. 

Of the baby carriage the stranger was 
now making kindling wood. 

Frenzied, half-insane, he crushed it 
with his». hands, he tore it piece from 
piece, raving, unreasoning. 

He took a plunge as Boh started to join 
him and shot straight from the scene. 

A curious group followed—the man 
turned just twice, swung his iron arms, 
grating, out a fearful threat, and they 
fell*back. = ""</ 

“Which way?’ breathed Bob, as he 
rounded a tent that had momentarily shut 
the flying stranger from view. 

The lounger addressed pointed across 
to. saloon. Bob’s brow wrinkled. 

**All muscle—hasn’t got the wind to 
stand up under a blow that doesn’t come 
from the fist!’ he stoliloquized. »‘‘He’s™ 
my share of this queer complication. 

How shall I tackle him ?’’ es 

Bob glided into the gilded bar-room. > 

expert stood at igeeguitter. ‘3 
afer ranesre age 
spoke he brought his dong! 
ous fist down before him with: a coucus™ 3 3 
sion that caused the waiter to jump. S 

Bob hesitated. Then he drew to one ¥ 

side of the place. Bs a 


csi ents PAGE 32. 
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“No use trying to stop him now,’’ he 
teflected. ‘‘I know his kind—blind, deaf, 
irrational as a mule till he’s ‘drowned? 
his troubles, and got ‘fired up’ for any- 
thing desperate !”’ 

The waiter put outa bottle. 


As he tipped and _ tasted it, the drinker 


let out a sort of roar. 

With one squeeze of thumb and fore- 
finger he splintered the decanter to atoms. 

**Stronger!”? he voiced, 

*“You—you wish brandy, sir?’ trem- 
bled the bartender. 

**Fire! bilin’ lead! pure aleohol—some- 
thing dat hits and riles and burns—see ?”’ 

The waiter stood in appalled silence as 
his customer took charge of the new 
bottle. 

One, two, thieeie filled to the brim 
and gulped down the fiery stuff poured 
without stopping to breathe. 

One, two, threé—a ten seconds’ wait 

and a full pint|followed. 

~~ Bob wondered if he was ‘‘primed”’ yet. 
He started to venture an Speenscn: but 
paused. 

“Tecan reach him,’’ suddenly remem- 

| bered the young detective, 
‘ “With this!’ Bob added, and drew ottt 
_ the golden ornament jerked from the 
man’s vest in the platform scrimmage. + 

“Tsay! softly” whistled Bob the en- 

suing instant, 

The ornament he had picked up near 
the’ circus platform was a kind of solid 

_. gold shield. 
ae — area mse Bob. 
; Haig t. man is somebody.’’ 
: Somebody, thdpd--the metal ‘bore an 
insesiption. - / 
It certified ‘that “Tag ee cee was 
“the champion heavyweight eee of 
= athe’ Pacific coast.’? 
_ Bob had heard of the celebrity alow 


“Jack was 


_ dale—wondered at the possible connec- 
~ tion between the great husky giant and 
the delicate missing infant. 

md You'll—you’ll” il yourself, sir!’? re- 
_ mon: the bartender, as the pugilist 
at — his hand to take up gos deca 


Call me loaded?” 
"t a that p sty i inter- 


- to the bar again. 
= wondered what he was doing at River- 


unter 


saved me.”?= ¢ 
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Dempsey had swung back the bottle. 

In his present savage frame of mind he 
would soon get into trouble. 

Bob gave a. nimble spring—being un- 
expected, he carried his point. ad 

He deftly twisted the bottle front its 
blow-dimed grasp. 

The ptigilist OS! on him like»a 


tiger. 
“Who—who—— he flared.” e 
‘This yours, Dempsey?” pto- | 


pounded Bob ath wr SRR ‘politeness. 
He slipped the bottle behind him and. 
he extended the medal. 
The pugilist’s mind diverted, his fero- 
city of eye turned to eager satisfaction, 
‘‘Where did you get it? t?? he questioned, 
fondling the medal as if he considered it 
a treasure. 
‘*Where you dropped it—in the fight.” 
“Was you dere+say! Youse was one 
of de fellies who-lhelped me out from 
under de wagon?’’ exclaimed Deinpsey, 
with a keen stare of inspection. 
‘““While my partner pried it up—yes. 4 
‘‘Where is he? Who is he——” » 
**Come over here and let me telk you, e 
suggested Bob, « 
Power of eye, of superior aera force, ~ 
or the first wéakening daze of liqtor—at 


_all events, the pugilist allowed Bob "to 
‘Jead him to a corner seat. 


Before he could speak his mind, how- 
ever, the bundle of untrained emotions 
went all to pieces again. 

The medal, interest in Jack—every- 
thing was forgotten in a wild transport of 
emotion as a stinging lash of memory 

tormented the great bulk of a fellow. 

“What's it all! What am I!” ‘he 
gulped almost sobbing. ‘‘I’ve flunked— 
I’ve allowed myself to be knocked out!’’ 

' He started to swing saisonety pik his feet, . 


” 


“Mr. Dempsey,’’ said Bob, firmly, 
‘“vou’ve got to listen to me)? - aed 
“Anh!” glared the giant. A = 
“*Got to, I said !’’s ee 
“Ver free! If it ee mdh 
crowd had given me de glad hand—— 
“Friendly! One word, and then treat z 
us like rubbish, if you want to,’ hurried 
on Bob, ‘‘but it’s more 2 poeta 
“Pd have been erushe wet he 
Sone ven 2 Aah e ; 


Our — PAUBE See ea 


me 3 


“Not that.”’ 
‘What, den?’’ 
““That baby.”? 
2) ee I 
“Don’t fly to pieces. ’Twon’t do you 

any good. ‘The baby is all right.’’ 

~ 4©When I saw wid me own eyes——’! 
‘*What?’’ : 
“‘Kidnapped !”? 


» ‘But the abductor dropped the child.” © 


‘Into a balloon!’’ 
- Better than his murderowis grasp.’ 
‘Aloft! A wild balloon, dia anly- 
wheres, every wheres—dark coming on!’ 
“With anot ler of out: friends in 
charge.” “4 
“Dat gal_——” 
_ Ts one of us. 
~~~ And who are youse?”’ 
a? “Bob wondered if he had better risk a 
star play. 
He did risk it. 
Placing his lips close to the pugilist’s 
* ear, he spoke a low, impressive sentence: 
“<Rour members of Nick Carter’s detec- 
tive school.’ 
What!’ 
~Dempsey’s nerves jumped as if he had 
3 been shot. 
"He stared eenety at the speaker. 


It was as the latter suspected—the 


“name of the veteran, thief-taker was magic 
eyerywhere. 
= “ought youse belonged - in New 
York? What youse doing here?’ de- 
-.~ manded the pugilist, looking Bob over in 
: a puzzled way. 
“What are you? Suppose we help each 
~ , other. ” . 
af “How » 
We? te looking for a case—that’s our 


t one ripe Sad working Pr: 
oe wall yer? 

‘Sure chine Rowe 

 Phinking was a pees forn 

) the man who knew only | ow to cat! 


aki 


= en 

His ‘great brow furrowed, his ¢ eyes” 
~ ‘Tooked troubled, his temples ‘noted as 
hie pitted. emotion, self-fistic reliance, the 
ncroaching shaw! courses of finer 
ast a “nae proposition. 
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_ me he trusts me honor. 


il 


“Kid! he. broke out at last—“‘if you 
takes it dat way ?”? 


‘That's all right—I don’t — to 
be gray headed.’’ 

‘I’m of the profesh ?’’ 

‘And a good sample,’’ 3 

‘You're of the profesh ?’’ 

“Well, call it so.”’ 

‘“’m in trouble—I need youse.’’ 

“That’s sensible conclusion, Mr. 
Dempsey. Weare here on the quiet— 
you won’t forget that??? 

Cert, mith 

“I'd like to ask you some questions.”’ 

‘‘Spiel—what _do youse want to 
know ?”’ ; 

‘‘What about that baby ?’’ 

“Tt isn’t mine”? 

“T understand that."’ 

‘<7’]] tell youse a queer yarn,’ said the 
pugilist. 

‘*Ready to hear it.’’ 

“‘T was showin’ off me p’ints at Denny 
Devlin’s, in de Bowery. ~Stiddy t’ing. 
Along comes a mysterious felly.”’ 

“*Wheti?”? 

‘Two nights ago. He looked me over 
and he flashes a good-sized roll.” 

‘‘What was his game?’’ 

‘‘He hires me—I was onct hired to 
guard railway presidents regularly, you 
see. Bimeby, he comes back wid a 
bundie: Slap me peepers—a | babe!”’ 

‘“Voung??? © 

‘‘Not a year old.” 

“The one???’ : 

“De one!’ 

‘Hold on, now!’? 

Every time the stolen infant was 
alluded to, the pugilist got on the point : 
of thrashing around again. 

“P11 slow up, only it’s hard. He tells 
Dat’s where he’ s 
got me.”’ 

“*You was to take charge of the child?” 


: ‘“Sacred—said he’d- ae ine as -he gee 
ce couldn't a hired platoon of 


police, as he 


-wouldn’t an army. Me. ade him 
tink 2 oe could tate Se tom mes > 
oa age RS guard de cata t 7 
wou eae ‘cali get eae out of 
New York city.’’ 

“Here?” 


ss got WERE GET. A CUBAN BUTTON. 
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‘“Tursday night—dat’s to-morrow—he 
was to come here for it.’’ 
‘*What was his name ?? 
“You've got me.’ 
‘*What did he Kok like?”’ 
“Gentlemanly—but he was disguised.’’ 
‘You took him for straight goods?”’ 
“I took him for being wrapped up in 
dat kid, heart and soul. I took de com- 
mish; Wasn’t it dead easy? Dis aft I 
t’inks de little t?ing needs air, same’s de 
birds, and butterflies, and caterpillars. I 
trusted de dame you saw—oh, say! I 
can’t sit still.” 
“Stand up, then, for I’m almost 
through. One more question.’’ 
‘*Say it, quick!” 
‘‘Do you suspect who stole the child?” 
st} do. ” 
Bob’s eyes brightened. 
‘*Tell,’’ he directed. 
tA felly I noticed hanging around 
twict dis morning.’’ 
_. **¥ou’d know him again ?’’ 
— . “Would 1? Let me! When I lay me 
mitts on him he stops walking for a 
x mont?’ p zr 
ves? well, you saw the man running 
with the child?” 
~ “Yep—his back.’’ 
Tt was the same man?’’ 
“Tt was de same man. Come on—I’m 
_bilin’ agin!” 
‘*You’re going——”’ 
“Tm going to find that felly, if he’ sin 
: Riverdale !’’ “asserted Dempsey, his jaws 
set firm = as hitching posts. ‘*Will youse 
help me??? 
ae Pity what I’m here for,”’ responded 
Beeske, 
eee Den togedder_ we'll beat de world! 
“He can’t give up de kid, ‘but he can give 
_an account of hisself, and square me wid 
— boss when he turns up.” 
~ “You think the fellow is in town? 7? 
_ Yep,’? nodded Dempsey, ‘and I tink 
aot gsoms where to look for him. — 
The fugitive, if he had escaped Buff, 
certainly now had an opportunity: for 


— 
ae 


a 


self in 

‘Dusk had come dows by the time Bob — 
| his strange escort left the saloon. 
Bob set ent _ his companion to” 


7 


—c townward and losing him- 


He had gathered all the points from 
him he was able to give. 

His bare story comprised the bare 
facts. 


The test Bob had to guess out: here 
was a mysterious unknown trying to 
guard, conceal, a mysterious infant. 

Some one antagonistic was ecckines to 
kidnap or destroy the child. 

If they were aiming as well at the man 
who had employed the pugilist it was 
natural that ‘they would lurk about 
Riverdale till he might appear. 

Bob realized _that the safe landing of 
Roxy, the return of Jack or Buff, the ap- 
pearance of Dempsey’s employer, might 
clear up the case in a twinkling. 


Nick Carter, however had taught his 
apt novices never to fie idle when vital 
issues depended. 

Roxy and the child might never return 
—an air voyage was no safe experience. 

Then Jack, would learn nothing, as 
Buff might be equally unfortunate—the 
same hand that had réached the child 
might reach its presumable father. 

The exploration of this certain mys- 
tery, therefore, muignt depend solely upon 
what Bob and his companion learned in 
the next few hours—upon their success 
in locatimrg the abductor of the infant. 

Dempsey’s plan was simple—to visit 
the lower strata of Riverdale. 

‘Such existed, even in that eoliebettrea 
centre, and particularly just now, with a 
circus in town. 


Dempsey made the rounds of the 
saloons, Then he steered Bob into a 
place, the existence of which was a new 
discovery for the young detective. 

It was a secret gaming haunt, patro- 
nized, Bob guessed from the ‘outside 
hangers on, by a generally hard crowd. 

“TI take me man to bea tough—if he 
is, it’s such» joints he’ll head for,’’ 
theorized the pugilist. ‘‘No harm look- 
in’, anyways ?’’ 

‘Not a bit of it!’ assented Bob. 

Dempsey reached a door as he spoke. 
He tapped. A wicket shot back. 

“Who is it?” called through a Sa of 
li 

C eattoré ile 

‘Password ?” 


e peueae ¢ GIVEN AWAY—SEE PAGE 22. 


ra as 


“Never mind dat, 
sany wheres. ’? 

“You don’t pass here!”” 

**Who says it?”’ 

se} do.’ - 

‘Dat says nit!’ 


With one blow of his fist Dempsey. 


drove the door back. 
Tt carried the doorkeeper flat, Bob saw, 
as they passed through. 
_ Half-a-dozen fellows started up from a 
gaming table at the assault. 
~ One look at Dempsey, however, 
“squelched them—they simply looked, an 
intimation of his identity ran the rounds. 
and two men left the room hurriedly 
; through a rear door. 
~. = Dempsey leisurely inspected the men, 
the game going on, the pictures on the 
walls. 
_ The biggest fellow in'the bunch finally 
-got up and approached the twain. 
< “Gents, ’’ he smirked, ‘“won’t you in- 
dulge in a found ?”’ 
Bob shook his head. 
***Not me,’’ gruffly stated Dempsey— 
‘we’se only lookin’, dis eve.” 
‘We don’t run a free show!’’ ventured 


the at... By ee 2 
_ Bob noticed Ssiehiecable irritability of 
manner about Dempsey. 
The latter had been acting for some 
_ moments as if he was moving about with 
3 a purpose or preparing for a break. 
- “Pay your footing or get out!’’ ordered 
; the man, becoming bold at the pugilist’s 
placid manner. ‘‘Take a-chance in that 
: “machine, at least ??” 
 -4$4 qrickel-in-the-slot 
ce directly. near the speaker. hy 
Ky pris Saat eye lit with a lurid glow. 
BE red toward Bob. 


ae he i moareely. ‘he? 's 


z ’ 


device . stood 


act 
De guy=de man ieee after a 
b= aoe ie bl *Fisbaslh iOS, 


5 


te _Yepti call them ar coutguah, 


re 


cully—we passes 
~ carried on with indescribable swiftness. 


= rt Fs 


you SHOULD HAVE & * DEWEY” MEDAL, 
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This fragment of conversation had been 


Now Dempsey turned to the gambling 
house steerer. 


‘*Me friend,’ he said, slowly, ‘‘ 
to pay our footing, eh?” . 

‘‘After breaking down that door—I 
should hope !’’ 

"Tn dis nickel in de slot machine?” 

“That’s the rule.”’ 

“Pil do it!” 

Dempsey’s hand flashed to his pistol 
pocket. 

‘*Dis way !’? he added. 

Bang! bang! bang! bang! with bullets 
pugilist filled the slot instead of nick- 
els 

In a second the place was in an uproar. 

The pugilist’s purpose was served, for 
there.was an echoing commotion in the 
rear room. 

To its locked door Dempsey sprang. 

“Face dem!’’ hé whispered to Bob, 
thrusting his half-emptied revolver into 
his hand. 


‘‘Yes!’’ responded the young detec- 
tive, placing himself promptly at the 
speaker’s side. . 

**Hold dem !”’ 

‘Till you identify your man, ” 
~ “Dat’s it!’ 

Bang——crash! 

The door went Sep eee: the 
break sprang Bob first. 

Dempsey guarded the rear. 

He had turned. dy 

“Come nigh my flippers, any of 

vouse,’? he hailed those behind “ ; 
“and I'll lay you out!”’ 

Bob ran down a ten-foot entry to come 
into an apartment -where there were a 
dozen or more men, 


They had evidently just arsen in 
alarm from playing cards at a long, 
narrow table. » : 

‘“‘Not a man will stir!” proclaimed 
_ Bob. fT yom x : 
4A raid!” “A 
“No, a ‘acarch—E: mean it 


we're 


een gt ee. ee ; 
Bees Be ees 4“ 
€ “ip puerta to hail Dempsey. 


ke, Pie 
bake aot Take eat ae 


and youse!”’ 
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Bob saw two men dart after Dempsey 
in the half-dark hall. 

Evidently Dempsey dealt promptly 
with them, for he came speedily forward 
now. 

“Dark here!’’ muttered the giant. 
*“Now, den, kid! Where’s de roomfull ?”’ 

ie **Ffere !” 

**T hear you.’’ 

“Pick out your man!’’ 

‘Say!’ 

Dempsey, advancing, halted and shook 
his head in a queer way. 

‘Too dim to make dem out——’’ he 
began. 

Why! there’s a bright light——”’ 

‘Bob Ferret intuitively felt that some- 
. thing was wrong. 

He uttered a low, long cry as he 
" scanned rapidly the face of the pugilist. 

**Can’t you see?’’ he questioned. 

**I—I don’t seem to,” stammered 
Dempsey; his hands passing over his eyes 
in an uncertain way. 

*“Why——’’ began Bob, with a shock. 

He paused with a thrill. 

__ He understood now the quick attack in 
the passage way. 

- The crowd aes who the pugilist was, 
‘and who he was after. 

In some deft, secret way they had got 
at his eyes. 

An appalling thing had happened——. 

The amet: had piinded the giant! 


ees CHAPTER IV. 
AE THE BLACK BAG. 
Bob Ferret was blocked in a hard 
place. 

= It was, two days after the disappearance 
of Roxy and the balloon. 
Bob sat in his room at Riverdale Acad- 
_ €my studying the most complicated prob- 
lem that had ever fallen to his lot to 
solve in a professional way. 

~e ake _ papers lay before him—all 


was from Nick Carter in New 


0 trace th we word ian 
as an as the — 


y ork city, to whom Bob had telegraphed 


The second was from the surgeon in 
charge of the town hospital, and read: 


“Mr. Tug Dempsey’s eyesight is seri- 
ously but possibly not permanently 
affected.’ : 


The third was an invitation from the 
‘“Thirteen Club’? of Riverdale Academy, 
inviting the three young detective stu- 
dents to a “‘jamboree in®a melon-patch’’ 
that night. 

Bob tossed this latter aside almost 
petulantly—he had no heart for fun. 

Jack Burton came in just then. 

“Things still looking glum, Bob?’’ he 
hailed. 

‘‘Desperately! The case is a mix-up— 
motives, plots and actors. It’s not that 
I’m so auxious about, though.’’ 


StNo 2??? 7 } 
“Roxy 19 

Jack looked equally solicitous. 

“And Buff.” 

Jack’s girmness took a _ speculative 


tinge. 

‘Not a word from him, either?’’ 

‘‘Not a breath.’” : 

“Don’t that look like-something 2” y 

Le looks as if we’ve lost two of our 
best allies.’ 

‘Then Roxy will be#ie her. past skill, 
and Buff his usual shrewdness.”’ 

‘‘And Thursday has come and gone.”? 

‘“The day when the pugilist’s employer 
was to show up, according to Dempsey’s 
account ?’” 

"SEixactly.”? 

‘*And he didn’t!’’ poe 

**Arnd hasn’t,’? sat 

“It’s a muddle!’ es saat Jack. ‘““My 
chase was distanced—that blinding ex- 
ploit lost you the child stealer. 

‘sYes, and disables that fretting giant, _ 
who threatens to smash everything and _ 
everybody, ‘once he gets a pe 5 
open’!’’ responded Bob. ‘They put 
lights out, or I’d have cornered the mob, © 
Since then it’s been mum and shady — ¥ 


* around those gambling diggings. ”” 


“Yet’s take a walk.’ 
* What al - At ‘ 2a 
_ “The crow are up to some high jink ae 
mischief, and I don’t feel like beingin — 
Ct mags x iY 


ee do. b Sagat ~ roe 


‘ ee 


oi : 

ome on.’” i 

tn twenty minutes the two young de- 
tectives had left the academy at a distance 
behind them. 

They pursued the winding country 
toad with somewhat depressed spirits. 

It seemed as if their hands were tied 
completely. 

Allowing that Roxy and Buff would 

eventually turn up all right as they 
usually did, there was ground for addi- 
tional anxiety and perplexity. 

The ink and outs, the merits and es- 
sence of the child stealing case were ob- 
scured in ths densest kind of a fog. 

The man who had tried to abduct the 
infant had apparently disappeared_ from 
Riverdale. 

The presumable father of ‘the child 
had not appeared as agreed, and this 
looked as if he had fallen into trouble. 

‘‘What’s back of all. this cireumlocu- 
tion ?’’ propounded Bob. 

~ “And why ?”’ supplemented Jack. 
_* We haven’t a hint.”’ 

**Nor a starter.’’ 

‘‘Unless—get back!’’ 

. behin gave Jack a ‘back-handed sweep 
_. behind an immense tree 80 suddenly that 
his companion blinked. 
~ ‘*What’s that for?” he challenged. 

Se HS. st??? "« 
~ What ‘s-st’ for?”? 

‘Cautious!’ 

* Person would imagine that you had 

discovered something. ”’ 

‘*]_think —I—have!”’ 

~ Bob, screened by the roadside giant 
himself, was acting sensational.” 
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“Rear axle.’’ 

“The dickens !’’ 

**T thought you’d get excited!” 

‘*Buft's necktie!’ 

‘*Jack, you’re shrewd.”’ 

‘anybody would recognize that—we 
rigged him about its loud style.- He wore 
it the day he disappeared:”’ 

‘And, Jack, you’ve got a good mem- 
ory.’’ 

**See here! we mustn’t Jose that ?’’ 

“*It takes away that homesick feeling ?”’ 
brightened up Bob. 

“Weg hint—a# clue, certain, 
porent, y 

“Now thensto inistaice ee 

If Bob was leisurely, it was because 
he was delighted, 

lf Jack made no precipitate rush after 
the vanishing, splotch of color, it was 
because he was confident. 

There was no doubt of the necktie—it 
had been a daring wardtobe introduction 
on the part of Buff that had even dazed 
the foppish exquisites of the academy. 

Trivial as it was, however, Bob felt a 
load lifted off his mind, and_ heart 


im- 


buoyed up with hope as he recognized , 


the dangling object. 

‘*Buff’s,’? he spoke, starting 
where Salis shaded them, 
tied it dn there.” ~ 

‘As a signal.’’ 

6eTD us. >» 


‘$0 Buff 


‘‘Kuowing that the buggy was com- 


ing to Riverdale.’’ 
‘*Why else?” 
‘“Thén our business is with the man 


a course — 


king in jerks, he accompanied his in the buggy.” 


oie A ce ] ” 

_ *exelamatory utterance with half a ge Strictly. 

* Se “It was not hard to figure out the Sit- » 
3 ee squints beyond the rounding edge of Sa : 


4 


Buff, in trouble or shadowing, had 


= ue He he Jack with one hand flat against 


; OS it. been able only thus far to risk conveying 

eer. Nees u look ! !’ he directed, a hint to his fellows. 

a" Ca “The sun ad down, at a couple Why, wherefore, when, how—all this 
= of hundred feet away all of a slowly — wee be ‘ined Jater. Pas 
driven buggy was vipsble. ee too, of a surety, to ier 


It was going from them at a tateof _ pimid-ytealfog cose io es 
me indicating that it had just started “en ay at affair Buff had started forth 2 
up from a rest. a y 0 Tauce—some 

ge 0 orse, bugey, man, 2 sae Jack. soe Fue of Pic same had certainly < 
othin 2 es him. 


STN e spore Bob, in a quick —— 


16 . NICK CARTER WEEKLY. 
- By rapid running the twain had come He toppled, and Jack, roused up, fired 


up with the buggy. at his comrade’s hurt. 
_ Its top was half down—the rim of the _‘‘Come out!’’ he pronounced, grimly. 

driver’s hat was just visible above the He grabbed the man’s two feet. 

hood. Lifting, jerking, and then swinging, 
Nick Carter’s experts knew how to Jack’s powerful strength was greater 

stop most anything four-wheeled or four-. than he thought. j 

footed. His adversary was ‘light. Calculating 
In the present instance Jack took the to land him in the road, Jack sent him 

initiatory. shooting clear among the bushes at its 
He ran up beliind the buggy, and side. 

there was a jar. There was a crack to distract his at- 
Jack had gripped aspoke on either rear tention for an instant. i 

wheel, and, coat held tight. The horse, startled, sprang era 

‘ The vehicle camé to a stop with asud- witha force that happened to snap in 

den jolt. two the locking branch at the rear 
Bob shot sideways at the buggy, a wheels. 

long, straight branch in his hand. te f 
tte ne onired Weeden serie ei se Bol 
“Locked !”? uttered Jack, as — branch hoof& 

. penetrated the space of four spokes. te 5 +3 
“ ae cry of excites of alarm, sounded ep “hurt 1) _teported the latter, 

from the buggy seat. P Geol tt 
ce ’ 

gag s this? demanded a sharp “Butt the rig?” 
The driver, standing up, looked over » Let ‘it go,"--1t's the man we want. 


a be ’ 
the slanting buggy top. Bat oe acted suspicious, don’t you 


He had a fairly frank and open face, : 
although a deep-drawn hat obscured its He hi oe desperately afraid of being 
upper part in shadow. 


¥g He looked only startied at first, but as - “Aud stuffed something into his 
he noted the wooden bar that hantpered cout?” 4 r 
- so ectually, : icious, fright, flashed _ “Big and round:! “isa tte € 
to his*eyes? ‘Jack, you’ve done it! 


Spry Bob, running forward to the spot 


“c we ” G 
Wiest what do yo want? ae ae where the man had landed, halted witha 


' manded, his voice rather anxious. 


oe “You, I reckon,’’ spoke up Bob. dismayed shout. : 
“Yes, we want to know where this rig . ‘‘Done what?’ projected Jack, hurry- 
ame from,’’ added Jack. . ~~ _ ing to his side. 
3 **Stand back, there!’’ **Gone!’? . 
“Oh, no!” = ‘*Tm possible !”” a Z 
““T won't be robbed !”” ates os ‘Vanished! 7" % 
“tNobody——”” ve couldn’t!??’ 
Jack dodged there. The two young  ‘“‘He has!”” a 
detectives had come around to the side ~ **Follow the broken bushes!” 
= of the buggy now. “ss The man had got away. 
- .“ Instantly the man reached dawn. _ The buggy was a tracer, but hey 


. He stuffed something bulky so quickly thought of its owner first. 

et into the breast of his coat that even its Jack felt very anxious as they followed 

§ _ gutlines-—except that it was gound- the course plainly pursued by the fugi- — 
- were not discernable. we, ~ tive, 

pe ice he grabbed the whip fromits It led into a belt of thick timber, and 


ss __ Bob dodged too late. By hazard the light would prove baffling there. 
4 dec asa met the side of his head. _ They” lost the trail, found it, lost it 


be: , HOB: oun. GET A WAR sens AT ONCE. ee 


F - 


ead 


“= ket, reversed it, and struck out. he knew that the dense shadows of twi- 


. 


~ com 


4 
ad 
a 
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~#; 


again, came to some brush, 
; ng at one another, 
**He’s given us the slip,’’ mourned 
Bob. , 
 “Fiffectually.”? 
“*And we let the rig go!’’ 
.Jack rubbed his chin a trifle dolefully. 
‘Weve not been very smart!”’ he de- 
clared. 2 
“The man was worth investigating.” 
““With missing Buff Hutchinson"’s 
necktie tied to his buggy wheel— 
slightly!” — 
“‘T heard cussed: then!’ inter- 
med Bob, sharply, bending his ear. 
dI saw something!’ added Jack, - 
cedly, straining his glance. 
Both pressed forward anew. 
“Thought I heard a mumbling,” 
spoke Bob. 
“Know I saw a flitting form,’ ‘as- 
-serted his companion. 2 
**Where are we, anyway? Oh! I see.’ 
pet Well P= 4 
-Griscom’ s farm. ag 
; at's so.’? 
“Right up beyond. his meion patch.’’ 
“The boys skirted a low wire fence. ~ 
_ Over its top strand hung a lot of black 


and stood 


- seedbags, and theseand the top of some » He 


distant sheds gave them a- clear idea of 


location. 
They made several moves that proved 


_ feints or failures. 
y besides themselves seemed 


_successfully run down *vague, though 
_ frequent, pointers of the fact. 
Suddenly Bob made a dart, and Jack 
followed with a spring. 
_ “Got you!’’ boasted the former. 
“i “Let go!” 


- pr athless voice. | 
‘One of the” "academy boys,” spoke 
yb peering. — 


just released. 

~ *¢Take what?’’ queried Bob. 
~"SsMelon—in the bag.”’ 
NG wre ag 


n't yon init?” 


5 <i 
‘Here, take~ iep” urged the ‘captive. 


a. feast for the Thirteen . 


‘Not on this occasion,’* dissented 
Jack. ‘‘Stealing, old chap!”’ 

“Too moral! Why! there’s a full> 
grown man nosing among the vines. I 
grabbed that one from him. He fought 
like a tiger.’’ 

‘*We don’t want it.’’ 


“Oh!chelp. that much. Hold it till I 


» make aother raid. All the fellows are in 


there.’ 

Bang! : 

‘All the fellows’? came out of there, 
at that moment. 

Each one was loaded. They had not 
only appropriated Farmer | Griscom’s 
fruit, but Farmer Griscom’s ‘seed bags, 
as well, to stow it in. 

Discovered, the ruralite was ‘n their 
heels with a shotgun. ° 

**Scoot!’’ yelled a warning voice. 

*‘Loaded with = salt and pepper !’’ 
bawled another. 

*‘Make a break, Jack!’’ advised Bob. 
**We don’t want to be implicated.”’ 

‘Not their way, then.’’ } 

*“No, this—we’ve got less mischievous 
work on hand just now.”’ 

Bob had almost involuntarily taken in 
charge the bag thrust-tpon him. 
retained possession of it—he 
‘scarcely knew why—as the crowd surged 


past them aud he and Jack retreated s ina ~ 


contrary direction. 
Then, reaching a clearing, as. they 


st. 
‘Well, Jack ?”’ he spoke, his mind ie- 
curring solely ‘and seriously to the pro- 
fessional business on hand. 

‘‘Well, Bob?’’ 

‘*Tt’s safe to say the man has eluded 
us.’? - 


“Not our man!’’ muttered Jack, dis- ‘Miles.’ 
a appoint ly. “‘But the horse went down that. 
a “<Robinson—Jackson Pp? -panted a road——” 


**It’s the Rees thing to follow.’’ 
~ “Come o 
- “All right Hold® up! 
going to do with this?” 
touched the ba 


What ate you 


there.’” 
Melon, you said ?’’ 


‘‘No, the fellow said who citi to: <e 


_ Somébod came toa standstill he set it on a fence- » 
to be in ‘the vicinity, but they failed to. po 


bor SE the fence post 
2 with his hand as he spoke. ese 
~~ sSOnt that won't be missed. Leave it 


a 


CALL YouR FRIENDS ATTENTION TO QUR PREMIUMS—SEE PAGE 32, 
: nee ee 
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make us its custodian while he snaked 


- another.”’ 


‘‘Its no melon.”’ 

“‘Oh! I guess so.’’ 

Jack felt over the outlines of the in- 
closure through the cloth of the bag. 

‘‘Not!” he dissented, “more forcibly | 
than before. ig! 

‘*Must be.” re 

“Don’t feel like it.” 

‘What is it, then?’’ 

‘*We'll see.”’ 

‘*Horrors!’’ 

“*Preposterous!”’ 


“Jack rolled out the inclosure of the. 


bag. ‘ 
Thunderstruck, he viewed it, and Bob 
reeled back with a shock. 
. It was, indeed, no melon. 

It was a head—a human head! 


CHAPTER V. 
THE VOICE FROM THE WELL. 
Nick  Cartér’s experienced young 


‘movices were used to gruesome things 


in their varied experience, but neither 
could repress a shudder. 

Instead of the soft, phinky swat of a 
juicy melon, the object from the baghad 
struck the ground with a hollow, crispy 
ta 
nie tina trick—— ”? began Jack. 
“Nol? spoke Bob, definitely, and his 
eyes glowed with sentient ot 

‘That boy said 

“That it was a melon 22 

“Ves, be] 

“Well, he sup 

-**Vou fancy so 

“T am sure of a Fack.”> 

Bob got nearer down to the grim object. 

He: pa a@ match. 

Jack gave another start. 

‘Do you see??? interrogated his com- 
panion. See / 

“A mummy ’s head 

“Old as Ra 5 3oe. 

‘Then itis a tri 

“Then it pee ti een 

eee you talk positive!” — aes 

ause I’ve been thinking. Lj eae 
truck a theory?” ES 


ee ee 
Sips . eee . 
7 en = 
>= x4 Sea 


osed it? 


aes aes allow it now.” 
=) SAT oe 


- 
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It was just what Jack had said—it be- 
longed to a mumuny. 

Further claims to its antiquity seemed 
also well founded. 

Shriveled, cracked, dried, it peldienly 
resembled the Egyptian relics both spec- 
-tators Had seen time and again in public 


“musuems, thousands and ‘thousands of 


years old. 

“If they had such things at the acad- 
emny——’’ began Jack. 

‘Which they haven’t, so it didn’t come 
from there,’’ interrupted Bob. ‘‘T tell-you 
this strange thing came from our man.’’ 

‘“‘And by our man you mean?”’ ,# 

“The fellow you snaked out of the 
buggy.”’ 

‘*Sho, Bob!”’ 

j “Sure, Jack?’ 
-“Then your idea is that this is éFiat 
we saw him thrust so quickly into tle - 

breast of his coat?’’ 

“That’s my idea,” 
promptly. 

‘But how do you work it ayound to its 
present situation ?’’ 

‘We chased—he ran?” 

“*And Jost him.” 

“Near the melon patch, wasn’t it?’’ 

‘* Ves, 2) 

‘*Very.well, those seed bags of Farmer 
Griscom are hanging on every fence. 
What more natural than that our man 
should grab one and use it to conceal the 
head ?”’ 

‘‘Allowing that ?’’ : 
_ ‘He puts on and runs right into the 
Thirteen Clubs bunch in the melon 
patch.” 

‘‘All this looks easy.’ 

‘(And rational. The man gets mixed 
up. The fellows scrimmage lively. It was 
dim dusk. In the rush he lost his bag.”’ 

‘For a fact, Bob! The boy who oe 
us the bag said a grown-up man W 
the shuffle,’ commented Jack, 
tively. 

“And further that he grabbed 
for sport and its owner = upa Se 
a tiger?” .., : 
4? Bhat’s ‘Tight.’ 2 
= Oer man P? Sz 
_.**You’ve convinces i me. 
“His. bag!?? oz 


assented Bob, 


eed ~ 


er ee 
eats 
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“Why was he carrying this gruesome 
é thihg around with him?’ 

“‘Ah! there we strike a deeper drift.”’ 

“*He valued it.’’ 

‘Judging from 
mensely.’’ 

‘“Reared being robbed ?’’ 

‘*Said so, at least,’’ nodded Jack. 


‘*He’s mixed up with the child-stealing 
59 Ray 


his actions—iim- 


“Tf Buff’s necktie tells anything. 
“And we’re right in the middle of the 
* mystery !”? 

‘Tf facts were not so patently palpable, 
Bob might ‘have asa is they were in 
a dream. 

All repulsion concetning the mummy 
head had now departed. 

+ Looking at it practically, it was noth- 
ing more than a relic, and Bob liandled it 
as he would a petrified curiosity. 

He indulged in the deepest kind of a 
reverie. 

Something tangible attached to that 
strange head, and he floundered for~a 
clue as to plat it might be. 

“You see, Jack——’’ he recommenced, 
looking up to give his comrade the bene- 
fit of numerous wild atid. peptias theories 

that had suggested themselves. — rae 

Bob paused abruptly. Ser. 

Jack was no longer at his side. 

‘Jack gone?’’ murmured Bob, a little 
a ‘“‘He must have. stolen 
—- sess 

| oe head back in. the bag and 
ee it again on the fence post, 

“Gives me a pain every time I look at 
it!” he soliloquized. “If we never get 


deeper into this affair, 1’ll confessa 


1 scooting around the country with 
h he the geist: puzzle I’ve run 
pes 


aS 


soe Se That's Jack? he exclaimed. - 
Phe. call was. urgent-toned—it sparred. 
=H up Bob for — ens : pio} ne 3 th 
4. The sy stem of signals employ e 
me bets of Nick Carter’s detective school — 
“ ad Tange” of a whole intelligible - 


mates at said ‘come,’ and ‘come? qaicke 
; = > spt ead Pes 


ut his hat keenly as a whistle 
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Bob dissed through brush aud brier. 

As he reached a spot where a farm- 
house had burned down a week previous, 
he slowed and approached Jack. 

The latter. was'astride a rickety, brokeu 
platform. 


He was holding the crank handle of an 
old-fashioned pump, and holding it in 
a way that showed a distinct purpose and 
effort. 

*“What took you away from me so sud- 
denly ?’ propounded Bob. 

“Spotted a lurker,’’ was the brisk re- 
sponse, 

“And what brought you here ?’’ 

**Nailed the lurker.’ 

“You mean é 

**Down there!’ 

, Bob looked his astonishment. 
He leaned over and peered where the 
top boards of the well were missing. 

“You mean down. that well?"’ he inter- 
rogated. 

"Said so.” 

**VYour lurker—a-man ?”’ 

‘A lurker, a man, our man—the fel- 
low who was in the buggy, the owner of 
that mysterious lead.’’ 

Bob stared, almost wildly. - 


~ ae “How——”” he began. 


“Would run, woutiet stop, didn’t 
mark whiere he was goiug, tumbled. No, 
you don’t!’ 

There was a jangle of the link chain 
in the well pit—Bob could not see two 
feet down in the gloom, but he could 
hear distinctly. 

Some one far below had evidently 
seized the chain to ascend it. 

Jack let it slip a foot and there wasa 
splash. 

**Won’t ist him get up, eh?” mur- 
mured Bob. ; 

‘*Not till a talks.’’ 

**Will he talk ?”’ 

‘That's to find out.”” 
BA ae ow 2”) coi 

By questioni of 
waiting for ng i, do that part of 
ae he oom mme. You see how we’v ye 
can’t get up. I'll duck 
Tay - into the water every time hetries it. 
Bob recognized the queer renee 
clearly. = 


ex 20 
Jack certainly had the man in a close 
box. 

_ There was no need of risk—no occasion 
of bringing him to the surface till they 
were ready. They could dictate terims, 

. and at their leisure. 

_ + “They say truth is to be found at the 
‘bottom of a well,’? remarked. Bob. 
**Wouder if it’s so about this one?’’ 

“Try, and find out.’ ‘ 

“Twill. Hey, you!” y 

Bob got flat and pressed his face over 
the well curb. 

There was a ‘rustling, and an utterance 
of discomfort, pain, confusion or alarm— 

. Bob could not trace which. 

‘‘Do you want to get out of here?’ he 

called down. . 3. 

**Ves,’’ cane the merest nue 
“Then answer !’’ : 
** What?’ 

““Who are you?”’ \_ 

* No reply. 

: ‘A child was stolen ‘at Riverdale— 

» thrown into a_ balloon, has :vanished,’’ 
_ continued Bob. 

~~ There wasa poignant ery from below, 
but quickly checked, quickly dying down 
to a muffled utterance. 
ay aoe knows it,”’ whispered. Bob to. 
Jack, ‘‘that’s sure! He’s coucertied in 
that affair. Again, down there!’ hailed 
Bob. ‘‘What was you doing 4 Sse a mum- 
_ “my’s head?”? 
~ Rustling ecxisged, a aia gasp, the 
chain rattled. 

_ * Like a rat in a trap, the captive strug- 

- giled, then subsided again helplessly. . 
' “Jack, this is kind of cruel!’’ sug- 

___ gested Bob. 

pac o. - ATS e's got to talk before I let him‘ out! 

Vl take no risks,” PRMOTIES Jack, de- 

3 Sg 2 ’ . 

ied it again. ae 
Yor yee got to saath things, ” he 
nih Peched colleen 

can’t come up ‘on 

2 onight. 4 Do you mind ?” 

. ~ There was no reply, . 

ae “Do you hear persisted Bob. “‘I mys 


oe _ 

ie drew out a match, flared it, held. 

ee: it far down the bricked-up space, 
“What apa eins about??? aneried 


‘got to—hear? You 


you do, if it takes Sq 
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“Fooling! Something’s wrong down 
there!’ ~ 
““No, he’s obstinate.’ ~ 


‘Hurt, Jack,’’ corrected Bob—‘*upon 
my word, I believe that flare showed no 
man!’ 

‘*You mean he’s gone under water?’ 

‘*Let go and sank.’ 

Jack acted troubled. 

- Neither had a mask lantern and Bob’s 
matches were a poor illuminant. 

‘“‘Hold the gearing firm,” spoke Bob, 
abruptly. 

“Going down ?” 

“Yés, sir !*? 

Jack braced. Bob reached under, 
caught the two wet chains—clam ped 
them in a firm grip, disappeared from 
view. 

Hollow but mandatory, up came a 
muffled call a minute later: 

“Jack! ? gs 3 

“*Hello?”? 

‘*He’s a lump of lead,”’ 

“Hurt ?”’ 

“Or fainted, and half drowned.”’ 

“Tne deuce!” 
“Dead weight. 
u 

Both? ‘8b 

‘It’s got to be that way.”’ 

‘*Get your hold.”’. 

‘*Got it.’’ 

“All ready, then!”’ 


It was no- easy task for Bob to clutch — 
_ his way up the chains, light, weight as his 


burden was. 

Jack could give the aid of a braced foot 
only, for he had to hold the erank or the 
gearing would have unwound. 

- Bob finally got his charge out safe oe 
followed, but badly flustered. 
_ The man was moaning and mutteging. | 

“Timp as a rag—couldn’t help himself — 
a bit,’’ reported Bob. ‘‘One arm orokeaes 

**Pshaw!”? 


“Two cuts in tive head, and they’. ie . 


bad ones.” 

Bob examined the stranger closelits 
Jack looked very serious. 

“Run down another hospital patient, 
it seems!’’ he muttered. an you 
rouse him a bit?” ; 

% werd, try. ” 
~ Bob dabored over the sufferer ‘for some 


You'll have to pull us 


= 
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moments. Jack, watciiag proceedings 
= intently, knew that he had succeeded at 

last. 

‘Speak to us!” Bob said— ‘friends, 
you know.”’ 

“No!” camea faint murmur. 

‘Ves, I tell-you!”? 

**T have no friends—two years in, a 
living tomb—broken, baffled, beaten !’’ 

Bob drank ‘in the words eagerly. 

**And the child!’ moaned the sufferer. 
*“My dear brother’s child—the one little 
life between that—that. monster and ‘an 
inheritance !”’ tee. 

All this was spoken vaguely, dreamily. 

Bob recognized this, tracing that the 
man was scarcely sensible of the fact that 
he had auditors. 

“But the head—the mummy’s head!” 

4 ~* The sufferer tried to’tise, for he uttéred 
the words witli quite a scream. 
“Gone, too—I got it, made off in his 
buggy, some one chased me. Let me see? 
In a bag. Robbed. Fell—but just before 
Isaw him driving back in the buggy 
. looking for me, looking for me!’’ 
The speaker lapsed. Bob saw that he 
- was sinking. 
y _ “The head—go on, tell us abont it!”’ 
e ventured to suggest in Jow, persuasive 
anh directly in the man’s ear. 
“Eh ?? dreamily muttered the other, 
- but very faintly. ‘‘I got it. Mine! But 
Bees found it—oh, surely, he was after 


a? eWho i is he??? = 

. The man muttered unintelligibly. 

- And if he has? A mere mummy’s 
: __ head, a dried up nothing!’’ insinuated 


? That is so!’? half deliriously breathed 
a aoa —**true; true! So near death, it 
—- is, indeed, nothing. Dross, but—every 
ae tooth in that mummy’s head is stored 
with a gem camera the coos of a \ king- 

_ dom! rh 


IN THE DARK. = 


> man oe convulsed once and pads 


CHAPTER Vn 
eee uGet it!’ spoke Jack Burton instantly. ~ 


‘*Every tooth in that head holds a gem 


worth the crown of a kingdom!’’ 

‘*He said so.”’ 

‘‘And the ‘the’ he so feats, hates, who 
has so wronged him, is in the vicinity!” 

“Found the horse we scared loose and 
returned this “way with it, I should 
judge. 4 

““Then——”’ 

“*Get it!” 

“This man here. needs instant atten- 
tion 9 

“So, hurry !”? 

Bob Ferret sped from the spot. Ideas 
were thronging actively in his excited 
mind. 

Affairs were assuming sensible coher- 
ency of shape. 

A villain had shut this man ‘up for two 
years—had sought the life of his dead 
brother’s child because it stood in the 
way of an inheritance. 

What figure the mummy’s head-cut in 
the matter Bob could not tell. 

He determined, however, to test the 
delirious sufferer’s boast of its opulence, 
and then fathom the further secret of. its 
ownership. 


Bob-came back to the fence where he” 


had so carelessly left the bag and head. 
Bag and head were gone! 
‘“The mischief!’ panted Bob. 
Who had taken it—one of the academy 
boys? Had it tilted free and rolled some- 


where? | 


Bob eagerly experimented on the latter 
suggestion. 

‘*Keep still!’ sounded a sudden voice. 

“*Hold on!” cried Bob, sharply, 

From some bushes, he was about to 
scour for a trace of the missing object a 
gun barrel poked out. 

‘‘You come with me, young feller!’ 
spoke the owner of the weapon. 

A brawny young farmer eR a from 
covert. 


‘‘Come where?” demanded Bob. 
to dad. You fellers have just car- 
; red {ings a let eetie too fur to-nig! tf”. 


Half the 
I’m in airnest— 


Fo Se aint know! 
een raided. 
se aa if. you run!’ 


Bob discovered that he was taken for : 


one of the raiding Barty: 


4 i 
pm ae 


ae 
‘My friend,’ he said, ‘‘you’re mis- 
taken,’ 
**Guess not!’’ 
**T stole none of your melons!’ 
- °C wan!’ - 
| **T didn’t.’ 

**Can’t stuff me! What you come here 
for? Guess I’ve got eyes. I was watch- 
ing. You came-right up to that fence 
post.’” 

**What of it?”’ 

‘*Ror a melon.’’ 

SeRTO, 

‘For a bag and melon.’’ 

Li § say 20: 

ma say. yes, for it was there ten min- 
utes ago.’ 

“How do you know?’’ demanded Bob 
quickly. 

“Saw it—~saw a fellow take it. You 
came too late, but you was after the same 
thing. Don’t deny it. Facts is facts. 
Mareh—to dad!” Bob was all aglow now 
with anxiety. 


‘Some person had taken the bag, and 


this fellow had seen him. 
Bob ran his hand down into his pocket. 
He bunched out a fistful of coin. 
~ “Going to pay, eh?’ grinned the gun- 
ner. ‘That’s the ticket!” 
; ‘“Not for any melons—I didn't steal 
>cany.’’ 
‘What for, then ?”’ 
«Tell me!” pressed Bob, ‘‘and tell me 
ers Ag Seaie one took the bag es that 
st? ) 
iT saw- hui... 
; oA ‘bo ?”? 
“A man. ”- 
_ Bob grew more excited aii « ever. 
“Where did he go?”’ 
; tae just goming up. TI yelled. He 
ms C ut.’ . 
Which way? : 
> *Road beni Had a ive: and oes 
ridge. umptin. Get u one!’’ 
“What Lind of ¢ a vehicke 
_ Bob’s voice si Sead He was 
ss guessing hard. 
= ‘He knew that his s had struck the 
th at. the fellow’ s Eee ea 4 : ame 
he same involved a t descri p- 
Sa nee he and Jack had run 
nan ho: ae Pate buggy to the 
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rear axle of which dangled Buff Hutchin- 
son’s signal necktie. 

Bob fired a few quick questions to re- 
ceive speedy replies. 

‘*My friend,’’ he said, adding a silver 
dollar to the pile of change, ‘‘that’s for 
you.’ 

‘*Pussonally ?’? 

**Personally.’’ 

‘“‘Oh, thanks!’’ expanded the bump- 
kin. 

‘‘For a favor.”’ 

**Name it,”’ 

““You.knew where the house burned 
down ?’? 

**Right across the brush rise ?”’ 

ae Ves. ” 

“Go on.” 

“Go there. At the well you'll find-a 
young fellow my size, and aman, hurt.” *» 

“What hurted him?) 

- ‘Fell into the well, accidentally. You 
tell the yonng fellow’ what you just told 
me, about that bag—tell him I’ve gone 
to hunt the man who took 1 ee 

** *Pears to me yo’re tur’bly sot. up 
about a,melon in a bag.”’ 

fever mind. Will you do it?’’ 

“Por a dollar—likely!”’ ~ 

*“Go on, then.’ 

. Bob Ferret went on himself. 
everything past to the winds. 

A new spur urged him to prompt, reso- 
lute and decisive action. 

The controlling figure in the mystery 


He flung 


‘under play was the man who had just 


taken that bag. 
Bob was sure that this personage was 
no other than the man referred to By the 


* victim of the well accident. 


His possession of the alleged gem- 
stored mummy head gave entire color to 
the claim that it was valuable. ; 

Bob reasoned that somehow its recent 
possessor had got it from the villain’s . 
home. Je 
Certainly, according to his own words, 
he had brought it to Riverdale in thes 
villain’s buggy- 

To that buggy Buft’s necktie was 
attached. 

‘It was ‘therefore presumable | ‘that. Bud 


. was at the other end of tlie Deets iis 


To follow the man making Pal in pe ae 
alee was to arrive just at that; Point, a 
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= + 
a for that end Bob ardently mes 
forward. 

To detail the chase of the ensuing two 
hours would be to recite a series of ener- 
getic spurts of catching up, of falling 
~ behind. 

; The end of that time, liowever, found 

"Bob Ferret with his point made. 

“The horse and buggy had come to its 
first halt at the edge of the freight shed 
: of a straggly railroad town. 

“au Here the man Bob. had shadowed 
stepped out, 
. ~ ‘The latter had adaet under the shelter 
of the open platform. 


se | 


He peered keenly. The mummy’s head . 


was not in evidence, and-against the plat- 
form lantern’s light Bob could make out 
no suspicious ee about the fellow’ s 
attire. 


“Has he leftit in the buggy!’ mur- 
mured Bob; Surelythat—just that!’ 
Be Bob Ferset felt-that hé had done a big 
thing, as thé instant its driver passed’ the 
corner of the freight shed, he ran to the 
vehicle. 


ee 

es iliar « 

sacs dodged back into covert again. 

a ‘He had recovered the mummy’s head, 

- and he marveled at the man’s careless- 

ness in leaving it out of his sight fora 
Sue ee instant 1f its vaunted richness was 

a fact and he knew of it. 

= = : “Hey! that you, Mr. Wolfe ?” sounded 

oice. 

“Name fits!” muttered ‘Bob, listening 


= \ 


e? ‘came the response. ‘‘I 


about trains to-imorrow.’’ 
‘But them a came to- 
Wie den.” € 

a sen 

ie careless response. 

« 


e me a lot of bother. 1°l] 
buggy. They 


y well.” Soe 
2 was a Suishite: dragging 
ext minute ano overg 


put them in 
don’t take up : a great 


His a thrilled and tingled' as they- 
d Bob, atdéntly; and 


| them up any time, ”? came. 


“Take them with you, can't: you? thing. 


an hurt ge ree 
mg oy 


They were uncased in bagging, and 
quite bulky. 

Evidently the two now proceeded to the 
depot building farther along. 

Bob’s eyes dilated with rapid thought. 

The “recovery of the mummy’s lhiead 
was by no means all he wanted of this 
Mr. Wolfe. 


He must tearn where he lived, if Buff 
was there, the true essence of his sinister 
interest in the man injured at the well, 
in the infant carried away in the balloon. 

Bob discerned from Wolfe’s careless 
tones that he was not very much inter- 
ested in the bushes at present. + 

He felt it safe to venture a free ride, 
close company with the man’<he had 
raced till he was fairly tired out. + 

Two minutes later, when Wolfe 
showed up, Bob was inside the bagging 
surrounding the bushes, stowed safely out 
of sight. ‘ 

He was not sorry he had stolen a lift, 
for the vehicle was driven fully three 
mniles further on. 

He could not peer out to see where he 
was, as a gate clanged. 

Then a stable door was slid back, andy 
Bob crouched, ready. for action, if?’ need 

~The- horse » was ‘uhb itched. led to its 
stall. Wolfe left the stable. 

To Bob’s surprise he never disturbed 
the bushes nor did he search for the | 
mummy’s head. 

‘*Bither he don’t know its real] value, 
or he trusts to attending to it in the 
morning,’’? vaguely thought out Bob. 
‘Am I alone in this stable—safe to come 
out?”? Ns 

Bob waited a brief spell. Nosounds ; 


reached him, atid he got free of the bush © 


bagging. ge" 3 
-The first thing he did. as he reached 
the floor was to half ec vam ead 


fee “fe 

It was a. lant? 
**Good: ni 9 _ ammo Bove 
roping for it. ‘‘Now to out if the — 
sh Bo a Se 


re a4 
This would shade the lantern light 
from outside, for it was closed in like a 
box except at one end. 
\ He snapped’a match, set the wick low, - 
and pressed close over the bag. 
Tilting it, he tipped out the muminy’s 
head. 
~ “Safe and sound,’’ 
-~. **Goodness!’’ 
». Bob shocked with a jetk—his eyes 
“turned positively dismal. 
$s - The boast as to its opulence was practi- 
fs cally verified, as was, further, its late . 
careless treatment by the man Wolfe. 

It was the same head Bob had first seen 
at the melon patch, but its a was 
- changed. 

There was a big gap ahve the dry, 
leathery face. 

The mummy’s_ teeth 
z ‘tracted. 

; ~ “Oh, confound it!’ muttered Bob, and 
not at all cautiously. 
“‘Hello!”? broke in asudden voice— 
. “what you got there, Bob Ferret?’’, 


he. murmured. 


had been ex- 


4 It was the voice of sees Buff 
Hutchinson. egg 
/- ow aprER vit 
« SHUT IN. 


Nick Carter’s missing young detective 
had certainly spoken, and Bob Ferret 
came upright with a shock. 
Pgs ‘*Buff!’’ he gasped. 
«That's who!’? came a mysterious 
» reply. 
“Where ?”” 
Bump! bump! bump! 
_ There was a jangle overhead. Bob felt 
a: flicker of dust. Then.he espied a knot 
hole. * 
< CAR eye was glued to ithe could guess 


oa Bend bg got the husk—some one else the 
~ " kernel!’ muttered Bob, — ‘“but—Buff! 
Come down.’’ — 
_ “Guess not !”” tiped through the. knot 
aro ‘ 
_ Why not | oY 
“Got some jewelry on.” 


- - ““That’s the secret of be absence 
from school ?”’ 

Pretty near—you: come up.” 

Bob guessed that Fe ve jn some _ 

ea ig 


aS CotoRs—see we PAGE. 
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He found it to beso, as, shading the 
lantern under his coat, he ascended the 
_Aoft stairs. 

A steel belt was locked to Buff’s waist. 

A sttong chain ran froin it to a heavy 
metal ring in a rafter. s 
**Well!’? commented Bob—‘‘ what ‘got 

you here??? 

“‘What brought you ?”’ 

‘Necktie. ”’ 

‘fAha! I hardly dared hope. First day 
I was here they chained me down stairs. 
‘I decorated the buggy. ‘That led you?’’ 

‘*Primarily, yes.’? 

“Roxy?” 

‘**No trace.’ 

‘“Too bad!.-Bob, what-do vou know ?”? 

‘Ill tell you when I get you loose.” 

“Going to do'that?”” 

‘*First thing.” 9) 

‘Good thing! ry. it,” ight ‘what with? ? 

“111 find something. ’? ~ 

Bob did. He went below and investi- 
gated beam chinks and rafter: corners. 

A heavy wrench, a narrow chisel, some 
horsé nails, a screw driver, comprised his 
_kit of tools when he returned. F 

It was. no. easy task, but Bob got the 
steel belt free after half an hour’s probing 
and prying. 

‘““That’s better!’* bicaihied Buff re- 
lievedly. ‘‘I’m brief., Followed the fel- | 
‘low who stole the child at Riverdale.’’ 

$* Ves, ” 

‘He ran me a swift race. Passed some 
one waiting for pad ie the 
child, I theorized.’’ =% in aor 

ey weet? fe 

‘“Hurled hima hurried explanation 

and bolted out of sight. I took the mext 
best trail.’’ ne 

‘Of his evident accomplice ” ie 

‘Employer. Name, Wolfe.”’ ~ > 

“T know. Lives here?’’ 

“Exactly, and here I locate him, fer-_ 
reted too close, got nabed, refused to give — 
an account of myself, and have ee 
studying the crowd since,”? X Se 

‘“There’s a crowd, then?” » > 

‘Quite a bunch—and hard oneay 1 tell” 
you le A ae * fs 

_‘°What are they up to ae ee 

_ “Haven't you Sate out yet e so 


pounded Buff. 


-_ 


_ 


rae cee 


as 


aS ; 


- NICK CARTER. WEEKLY. 


“The merest hint. 
villain 9 

"Is he! 
heirs.” 

*“Two ??? ‘ 

“Heirs of an old antiquarian who once 
lived here. One a man named Ross. 
Quite a fortune left him—two years since. 
They put him out of the way.”’ 

‘‘Where?”’ interrogated Bob. 

“That I don’t know, but in some hard 
hands,’’ continued Buff. ‘The second 
heir is that infant. Father and mother 
died. This was their property, this place. 
li the child dies, Wolfe is next heir.’’ 

‘*Ross,’? resumed Buff, ‘‘escaped from 
wherever he was kept. Made for his 
brother’s child, got it, put it in charge of 
that pugilist till he got some of his for- 
tune from Wolfe.”’ 

Bob had an idea of his own concerning 
the mummy head now. —~ 

Ross probably knew what it contained 

_ —treasures of his antiquary legator. 

The latterowned a mummy. Ross had 
entered the place, beheaded it, made off 
in Wolfe’s buggy. 

Between them the two young detec- 


This Wolfe is a 


Listen, _ He’s trustee of two 


3 tives soon formed.a coherent theory as to 
_ all that had occurred and the motives in- 
+. volved. © ~ 


Pretty plain sailing, I call it now,”’ 
observed Bob. 

‘We want to be cautious—Wolfe hasa 
good many friendly visitors.’’ 
_. Cautious the two young detectives 
__were, yet Bob felt bold, sanguine, satis- 
fied, as they reached the open air. 

; A dark building filled the front of the 
grounds, with two extending ends. 


er. It was closely shuttered, but running 
i up t the top attic story of one wing was 


a sf Pe & : ii 
Bob studied where it ended, 


_ “Pigeons up there it looks,’’ he said to 


“Rvidently.” ; 


2a “Anything to get into the house.”?- 
ff following close. = 

y had passed the second story and 

ery near the top, when the ladder 


ey 


“Suppose we get up and work down?” 
the ascent of the ladder, 


ADMIRAL SAMPSON” BUTTON FREE—SEE PAGE 22. 


““What’s happened!’’ shot out Bob, 
looking back and down. 

‘*Spotted !”” 

‘“Two of them!’ 

“It’s a tumble.”? 

It was a terrible one, , 

A flashing sight the two aloft had of 
moving forms below. 

Then as the ladder was _ pulled violent- 
ly outward they could only cling and fall. 

Bob struck, bruised, half stunned— 
Buff lay totally insensible. 

Two brawny fellows were upon the 
former before he could fairly recover wits 
and strength, 

They made brief work of securing him. 
Ten minutes later in the same stall where 
Bob had first discovered Buff, the twain 
lay bound hand and foot. 

Buff did not recover sensibility for 
some time. 

‘“They got us, eh?’’ he projected, rue- 
fully, soon as he discovered that Bob was 
with him. 

**Looks so, don’t it ?”” 

**Are we alone?”’ 

*“Won’t be long. Those two fellows 
called Wolfe, after seeing to our safety,” 

‘*What did he say?” 

‘“To take us where they had Ross for 
two years.’’ 

“Ugh! that sounds ominous. © ‘The 
fellows went away to get ‘the wagon.’ ”’ 

Wheels grated outside. The stable 
doors were opened. 

A vehicle was backed in—then the two 
young detectives were lifted and deposited 
inside a queer vehicle. 

There was a fast, jolting drive. 

At the end of an hour the wagon halted, 

Bob made full use of his eyes as they 
were lifted out. 

They were taken up a pair of stairs and 
into a lighted room. 

Here a big, brutal-faced fellow, carry- 
ing an enormous bunch of keys, arose — 


__ from a bench and glared at them. ~~ 


“Two more ?’? he growled. 


“Choice ones,”’ replied one of the two 


~ *. 


i," 
~~ 


“*Best you know how.”’ 

The fellow selected a key. 

“A grin of cruel significance covered his 
hard face. 

‘*We’ll give them company as an intro- 
- duction,’’ he chuckled. 

He led the way from the room down 
half a dozen stone steps aud up toa 
doubly-barred door. 

The }two men had untied the ropes 
about the feet of Bob aud Ruff so they 
could walk. 

Resting them near to one another, the 
captives. found..an opportunity to ex- 
changé a few brief words. 

“What's coming, .Bob??’ whispered 
Buff. -‘‘Something. tough! hy 

‘Looks so, but——” 

**T guess ‘what the place is—I Se 
where Ross was kept for two years now.”’ 

‘“What—where?’’ 


‘A private insane asylum!” answered 


Bob ear ——— 

‘CHAPTER VIII. 
THE TEST OF GRIT. - 

‘‘Make ready!’’? spoke the man with 
’ the keys. 

“He gave one - them a grinding turn 
in the great lock as he spoke. | 

‘*We’re ready, ’». nodded Wolfe’s two 
minions in unison. 

Kach seized his. aeapnetive captive. 

“Open, came the door. 

‘Only darkness hovered | beyond its por- 
_ tals past it went Bob with a swing. 


Buff landed on top of him, the door 


* was. shut, locked, and a gruff, harsh laugh 
hes with retreating footsteps. 
‘hat now?’’ whispered Buff, crawl- 

ing ae his battered ‘companion. 
Get free, now!’’. aneweted Bob, 
4a __ promptly. Be 
= “What have bey thrown us sukp ceo 
sans “Big dark room, floor sate wh 
, from the feeling.” 
ere ‘tAnd the sounds.’".' =). 
Soe! Thrat’s:a0i"? - . 

‘Heavy breathing was audible—that 


¥ 


made by more than one person. 
owe to bite at the ropes eneir- 
aa, te! hands—Buft ieee his OX- 


1 were tearing. diligen tly and effec- 
it half parted ae i, we th there 
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turn. 


“, 


~ 


Perhaps ten feet up a door was opened 
cae was a mere stairless break in a blank 
wall. 

Through it glared .a bright light from 
the room beyond. 

Bob curiously, Buff with a. look of 
misery and horror. combined, cleneed 
about their new prison place. 

A grim spectacle greeted their vision. 

Upon the dank, fetid straw at oue side 
of the room, each. one chained to an iron 
ring in the solid stone wall, were half a 
dozen gaunt, unkempt human beings. 

They stirred and groaned as disturbing 
light flooded the apartment. ; 

From their wretched forms and faces 
the glances of the young detectives in- 
stantly veered to the aperture abo-e so 
suddenly opened.. There stood the big, 
brutal fellow who had admitted them to 
this den of horrors, _ 

His gloating eyes souglit then out, and 
he chuckled fiendishly. 

‘‘How’s your quarters?’ he jeered. 

- The two captives simply continued to 
stare, wondering what was coming next. 

‘“Incurables!’’ continued the brute, 
jerking his thumb at the prostrate beings, 
some of whoin sat up, stared wildly, and 

gan to mumble incoherently. 

*They’ll give you a dance!” a 

The fellow retreated from view witty 


’ the words. 


He returned, bearing a small tel kétile. 

He had evidently just lifted it from-a 
stove, for steam éxuded from its spont. 

Leaning over the edge of the doorway,” 
the miscreant began to fling the water in 
spurts. 

It must have been a ‘favorite amtuse- 
ment with him, for he aimed so true that 
every scalding jet struck its’ destined 
mark. 

One by one the beings recumbent 
sprang up with yells and shrieks of pain. - 

The room was a babel in an instant— | 
there was a horrible clanking as the fren- 
zied, tortured beings strained at their 
chains. yee 

“Now then!” roared the tolide, with 
a great guffaw. ta 
Again he. nelgeated: ta. a 


a ~ 


“What's he at?” ‘murmured Bult 


= 
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“Get free!”? ordered Bob, preparing for 
the worst. . 

_ The man had now focused the attention 
_of the chained patients. 

They whimpered, shrank, yet glared 
ferociously up at the master they had 
learned to dread. 

“‘Catch! drum on those two!’ 

The fellow threw down a bundle of 
clubs. 

_ “Ha! ha!’ he roared—‘‘now 
those fellows dance—murder !”” 

Bob had just snapped the last rope 
fibre at his wrist. 

~ ‘To the soulless wretch a mishap had 
come, quick and startling. 

He had stepped where the drippings of 
- the tea kettle had fallen to the floor. 
~ Over the sill of the doorway he shot. 

In some way he clutched it. ‘There, 
bellowing, helpless, he dangled. 
ae made a-strenuous effort to lift him- 

f. 

“Buff!’’ cried Bob, 1a eyes blazing 
with hope and ardor. 

z “Here!” 
**Follow!” 
“Free—lead $2 
1 through a Sortie Sf Swing- 


make 


‘ing ‘clubs. 
- »\ He ran at the dangling man. 
' ‘Up him as if -he was a_ rope, acrobatic 
_ Bob Ferret made a run. 
-. He was afraid the man would let go, 
= tae he dared not trust himself among the 
nie being he had so tormented. 
He quivered, shook, roared. 
**Made it!” cheered Buff. ‘*Now then, 


is omrade was gliding swiftly, in- 
ay * peer the . apartinent they 


: tossing ioe oe 
“a or a pair of Keagaame 


ow, drag him 

seed ithe P chitestaced, trem- 
safety. ps 
rdered Bob, stenly. 


He had armed himself with an instru- 
ment of torture—a doubie-pointed steel 
bar. 

‘Lead the way out of here,’’ he con- 


tinued, prodding the monster til] he 
squirmed in voiceless agony. 
The man dared not disobey. He 


marched up to a cabinet. 

Bob opened it to find 
keys. 

It took them ten minutes to get out 
through as many steel-guarded doors. 

When the open air and sure freedom 
were gained, Bob tripped their escort. 

His feet ‘were Secured, and he was 
thrown upon a _ stony, crockery -mixed 
heap of refuse. 

*‘Let him reflect on that bed!” spoke 
Bob, grimly. ‘‘As to his victims—there’s 
urgent business on hand just now, but 
we’ll break up that haunt of -iniquity be- 
fore many hours are over our heads!’ 

Bob had lost .his bearings—he had 
reached Wolfe’s home muffled in bag- 
ging, he had left it in a close vehicle, but 
Buff got an idea of location. 

As they passed a cross-roads tavern 
they hurried their gait anew—within, 
drinking at a table, were the two men 
who had conveyed them to the asylum. 

_ ‘We'll find Wolfe alone,’’ predicted 
Bob. ‘‘It’s short work, Buff.’’ 
They reached Wolfe’ 's place at the end 


the bunch of 


of an hour. 


They advanced cautiously ‘to the deep 
porch, | 
‘Say?’ sharply ejaculated Bob. 

“‘Hello!’? chorused Buff. 

‘“The door’s open!”’ 

*‘Look at that window—both shutters 
torn to flinders!”’ 

‘‘And the lights broken. 
like a riot here!’’ 

“Get back !”” 

Snap! 

Fire! eerie 8 

_ Some ‘powerful force shot a Snitch 

tne 


Whiy, looks 


across porch. — 
__ Its lucifer end hit the siding and there ; 
: seeaeal the gag were ae ho wasaflash = = © 


Snap! hs ae z 

Plaetev 

Bob stood stock still, puted the mo- 
mentary illumination showed Buft’s face 
anxious. 


ADER TO HAVE A PATRIOTIC SADGE—SEE PAGE 3 of 
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**Who are you ?”’ spoke a gruff voice. 
‘‘Dempsey—Tug Deinpsey!’’ cried 
Bob, quickly. 

- He instantly recognized the tones of 
the man he supposed to be in the hos- 
pital, sightless, at Riverdale. 

‘*Rerret?”’ 
,‘‘And a comrade.” 
“Good! 1? 
The pugilist came mysteriously for- 
ward. 
Now he snapped one at short range 
and let it burn. 
In its rays he inspected the two young 
-* detectives, to be sure of them.. 
. ._. The same flare revealed his own haves 
to Bob. 
One optic was shaded. 
Tug Dempsey, chainpion paceeneieht, 
had but one eye. 
Bat that one eye was terrible! 


CHAPTER IX, 
ON HAND! 
‘How did you come here?’’ was Bob’s 
surprised query. 
‘‘Where else would I be?’? demanded 
the pugilist._ 


x ~ “But you were in the ‘hospital a 
a “Ym going it on one eye, see? 
and——’’ a 
“But 


_ They canchait up me one eye.. Was I 
wild to get on de trip? See me! Hunted 
yer pal, and fotnd: him just as he was 

starting out.” 

= ‘‘And the man we all. seem 
~ «after ?’’ 

“Wolfe in nate in matate!” 


to be 


“You've got it!” 


ae “Sloped. De little Gis of daisies 
_ + said he must have seen us coming, ” 

a *“The what ?”’ 

“De little beaut, wid eyes dat shine 


> a like! pr 
et. A ‘form flitted into view beyond the 
shadows of the porch. 
‘Roxy!’ uttered Buff, explosively. 

_ Bob was so rattled at the unexpected 
appearance that he even forgot joy. 
- Ae twitter like Be note sounded. — 

__ Dat was de toot to start, On deck, me 

lady!’ sang. mis big pugilist. 
- Carter’s girl detective simply ad- 
far enough to see that there was a 


_ cited him to fly before he got into troub 


movement of following her—then she put 
back the way she had come. 

**Roxy!’ called Buff, breathlessly, run- 
ning after. 

“Buff!” 

““You here——”’ 

“Don’t pester with 
ness, just now!”’ 

‘‘But——’? Bob, getting abreast, man- 
aged to put in. 

‘“Up—down.”’ 

‘The balloon ?”? 

“Into a swamp—one day to get out, 
one to stow that precious little jewel in 
safe hands, one to get heré,”’? narrated 
Roxy. 

‘*Ves, but—here!”’ 

‘“There was a letter in a locket on the 
child telling just about here; and the man 
who lives here, so—Jack!’’ 

They took up Jack at this point of 
their course. 

**Here!’’ she halted, with a little gasp 
for breath. 

She had come to whisk a steep ridge 
looked down ona sheet of water, gow 
ing in the moonlight. 

It was where the river widened to a 
lake. 

In its centre, down stream five hundred 
yards, was a little island. 

**Look!’’? .spoke Roxy, quickly. ‘‘I 
traced Wolfe to where. you see _the little 
yacht. It’s his. He’s started up the 
stream.’’ pat 

**He’s on board ?’’ queried Jack. 

‘‘No,’’ dissented Roxy, ‘the took a 
skiff, rowed to the island.’” 

‘‘What for, now?’’ asked Dempsey, | . 

“} don’t know, but—he’s coming _ 
back.’’ 

“To the yacht!’ cried Jack. ‘How 


questions—busi- 


‘shall we get down to intereept him w 


_ “The break to ar is way bey gat _ 
there. ” 64 
They could see the man tue were 


after, rowing rapidly away from the — 


island and toward the yacht. 
Bob fancied he traced his motives. _ aa 
Wolfe must have been scared into flight 

by the coming of so many enemies, ae 
Unexpected acquisition of the gems in- — 


He had visited the island for some ‘t- - 
pose—now he was peatly 9 naking for — 
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te ench. that could ‘soon carry him 
swiftly away. 
_ “He'll reach it fictore we get down !”’ 
hurried Jack. : 
**Mustn’t!”” spoke Bob. 
“‘Shan’t!’ projected the prize fighter. 
As the.latter spoke he brushed all 
_ hands aside. 
_. There stood near the edge of the spot 
and. directly over the yacht ; a great stone. 
“It was detached, but though its base 
~ rounded in, it asoud firm as an iron- 
anchored monument. _ 
_ Toward it the pugilist strode—he 
"Som ‘below, estimated with his eye. 
Bob had been taking in the entire 


situation. He pprapeted a direction to 


Es latter promptly disappeared. 


Unless Wolfe regained his yacht and 


__ “steamed away, he had his eho of two 
_ things. 
3 - He could return to the jsland and en- 
— himself there. 
; could row up or down streaias 


ates side, Bob felt sure, they could 


‘prevent a landing, a dive for cover’. 
nee To patrol the opposite shore and block 
= that way, he had sent Buff back to 
Te e banks gore’: and elie pecoain 
“2 _ narrowed, See See 
““Spile him!” abrisay ortiaved the 
ee, ze ilist. 
Se ae Se set his beck a the great 


2 Sco fog are you "ou suggesting, Mr. Demp- 
ey?” queried Jack. 
‘Spile him!’’ 
“That -man, Wolfe?” 
felly coming—yep. 


t fered Bob, ‘‘is there 


de guy. below—he’s 
_ for de yacht!” de- 


mee ‘giant ae en itthe 
n ae of rock titted eK “6 
ds!” : 


‘reeled under a numbing shock. 


Give it a. 


A went tumbling forward. 


cae rowing had driven. him against. 
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able the yacht, and this seemed an easy 
way. - ms 
‘*Push!? breathed hard the pugilist. 

‘Jack lent his burly aid—Bob, got a 
pushing purchase, as well. ‘ 

“Yin only a girl, but I'll help,’’ vclun- 
tered Roxy. 

“Gals count!’ puffed the straining 
giant. 


“‘Leastwise, your sort,’? he added. 
‘““Now, den !”’ 

One!” 

The great bowlder mov wes 

COT Wo 1? - 

It began to rock. 

sree 1? . 

It rolled. Tremendous strength did 


more than calculated. 

Over the ledge it went—hurtling hiss- 
ingly as it fell. 

Crashifg it struck the launch below 
squarely. 

‘*Wolfe will do no more sailling in that 
craft——’’ began Bob. 

His tones dropped to a suddenly hushed 
gasp. 

His face, excited with exultation, ex- 
pressed a wild dismay. 

He looked around and then, almost 


**Where’s Roxy !’’ he gulped. 

‘Where, indeed? y 

The startled Bob looked around. Then 
down. : 

The stone had gone dow but Nick 
Carter’s girl detective had gone down 
with the stone, 


CHA PTER x. 
THE LAST DITCH, : 

The man rowing for the yacht turned 
sharply and rowed back to the island. 

He had traced the cause of its destruc- 
tion, and. his head was now constantly 
turned as though fearing a personal on- 
slaught next. or 2 

Then there was a little crash, and he a: 


‘The current and the Seok ok his un-- = 


_& a NGL tio rock. 
Sak p? Le ete the giant, aloft, 
Ww: 1 this, | 


Zs 


~ 


=e 


ot 
Soe. 


ne! 


ao 


His boat was stove in, and he scurried 
to get to the island before it sank. 

Bob stood staring below. 

One thought, one dread, crushed him. 

‘Roxy!’ he kept repeating in a 
pained, apprehensive way—‘‘Roxy !’’ 

Jack had left the spot on a run, evi- 
dently headed for the river shore below 
by the only course open—a roundabout 
one. 

**Say! she didn! t go over?’’ interro- 
gated Dempsey, alarmedly, waking up to 
the cause of Bob’s startling attitude for 
the first time. 

‘*Yes!’? gasped Bob, hoarsely. 

_ **Mebbe not?”’ 
_ There’s her hat—floating !”” 

"Ves, but isn’t that herself ?’’ 

Bob stared, almost unable to believe 
his sight. 

Roxy had gone below, slipping and fol- 
lowing the stone—that was evident. 

But Roxy-had landed in safety, for she 

caine into view now before Bob’s very 
eyes. 

Those eyes dilated wonderingly. 

‘Whatever is she up to!’’ | 

‘*Something cute !”’ 


There was Roxy. Somewhere on tue 


' shore she had found a little skiff. 


Just as Wolfe stumbled out of — his 
_ Water-logged craft over at the island, 
Roxy, in this other one, shot out into 


 mid-stream, 


She bent to the oars, looking neither to 
the right nor the left. 

That she. had a definite purpose in 
view, however, Bob fois sure, so he did 
not hiail her. 

“She’s not going ta tackle dat fellow 
on de island alone?’’ muttered the staring 
é *s got an idea.”’ 

»% “De boat’s upset !’’ 
_‘**She upset it.’’ 
‘*She’s screamin’ fer help!”” 


ree = “That’s her ruse.”? 


talich, if it goes!* 


“Say! I see! Powers o? war! dat? s 


Roxy had, indeed, Pentured a “slick” 
thing. 


pee Rab could rece but one ative in her 


2 eg = sata re 
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_ groped, fishing up a coil of rope. 


getting the rope uncoiled < 
started a lassoing fee = ae 


> . 


Roxy did not shrink from a second 
watery douse. 
Discovering the skiff, resolved to get 


_ to the refuge on the island first, she had 


impressed it into service. k 

The appearance of a git] rowing down 
stream ‘would be regarded as less suspi- 
cious by Wolfe than that of a man ora 
boy. 

Roxy had acted, as if she never thought 
of stopping at the island till half past it. 

Then came that tip-over. 

It was executed so deftly, that if Wolfe 
was watching he must have regarded it as 
purely accidental. 

To give further apparent genwineness 
of her dilemma, Roxy now floundered 
and shrieked like a terrified school girl 
never on the water before. 

‘“Save me!’ she screamed. 

Wolfe appeared at the island et 

~ He did not offer to help her—he was 
not of the kind to put himself out for 
anybody. 

But he was engrossed in the incident, 
and kept shouting directing advice. 

Roxy made _ half-a-dozen drowning 
feints. a 

When she stumbled ashore, it seemed 
that she had escaped by the bare skin of 
her teeth. 

“And ~she can swim like a fish! yp? 
chuckled Bob, to the gaping pugilist. 

“*What’s she going todo next?’’ quer- 
ied Dempsey. 

Their attention was centred now on 
Wolfe. 

Roxy stood dripping and bawling—she 
had gained the enemy’s stronghold, and, 
Bob read, was keeping up her role till she 
thought out a way to benefit by her 
arrival. 


Wolfe had run to his own skiff, now 


sunken to the water’s e 'ge. ne 
He thrust a hand into its bow and 


Shy 


This he began to unwind rapidly. =a 


sey. 
“Like to see him try it! 

after her boat,’? 7 
This, upturned, was drifting: 

oy iled and loope 


“Going to tie de gal!” started Demp- : ro 
No; he’ ae = 


n pulling off his coat and kicking off 
so to swim for it!’’ muttered 


y. 
E Looks So, but—Roxy!”” 
. . Say, dis is a regular show!” 


A brilliant side-play was thrown iuto: 


- the performance by Roxy just then. 
The minute Wolfe dropped the rope— 

<bi back to Roxy—the girl detective stole 
se up and seized it. 
His coat half off, his aris uncom fort- 
bly akimbo, the startled ‘scoundrel found 
himself done for. _ 

_ ‘The loop he had formed served its pur- 
pose in a way not intended, 
2 The ex sited watchers ashore saw Roxy 


: a the man flat. 

Keeping him flat, she-whistled as only 
Y Roxy could whistle the detective school 
Be 


ticy call. 
ee we’re due!'’ pronounced Bob. 
Time, i should say! She's a eos. 
PAD fF ao 
= » made. ie that necessarily sacle 
out of view of the island and the 
acest ue scene in progress there. 
When el got dewn to the shore tem 
ter, Bob was” 


ie 


ielay 


as 

; oa the log floa 
e took the luxury of 
d in welcome. : 

t her the victory. 
perat Brot a 
mentary distraction. 
tk—the 
Boies nee 


hex, < * 


a é 


ok  shonatgc 


ge ae 
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second counted with a man right up to 
tke jaws of justice. 

Wolfe sped across the island. Bob and 
the others landed. 

They came to the other side of the 
narrow body of land to see a head cleav- 
ing the water toward the opposite shore. 

Roxy was stamping her foot with 
vexation. 


Then she started and stared—the fugi- 
tive had paused, was beating water. 
Buff blocked, just ahead, 

thoughtful Bob had posted him. 
Wolfe glared his hate at the two en- 
compassing obstacles. ‘ 


He started to swim down stream. Sud- 
denly up went one arm. 
‘‘What’s come?’ shouted out Jack. 
‘“Cramps!’’ Jaconically read the Pugil: 
ist. : 
‘He's gone under!”? 
Splash !, 
Bob had leaped in, strt uck out, 
The man came up with a shriek. 
It was muffled as he sank again. 
~ Bob fairly cut the water. 
- Twice, three times under, and he was 
Peet twenty feet away. 
Bob knew what that meant—he devs 
_like adolphin. ..__. 
Then the suspenseful frio on the mead 
Saw him come up tugging at.a burden. 
**He’s got him!” muttered the pugilist, 
“This way, Bob!’’ cried Roxy, as her 
he1o pulled and panted into reach. 
She seized a sapling to steady herself, 
bent with it and stretched out her hand. 
Bob caught it, took its sturdy pull,’and ~ 
landed, dropping his inanimate burden. 


where 


Roxy swung to bound back with the ~ 


tree, and fell instead. 

She laughed at the mishap of a little 
splash into the water. 

‘The tree came uprooted—she scrambled 
up to the others. 
“Why, he’s done for! xy exclaimed Bob 


ne hand was inside Wolte’s vest—over 


of is heat. oe 


licctive. ¢ kar 
ky the 


» Jack. eeriog the shacageed aisecond / ‘ 


u md fs ty : 
ae ee a 
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_and grimly, ‘‘but I guess de account’s 
squared.’’ 

It was, so far as Wolfe was concerned. 
He would never plot again. 

“Tt’s saved him from the peniten- 
tiary,’’ spoke Jack. 

“But it won’t save his accomplices!’’ 
interposed Bob. ‘‘Let’s wind up affairs. 
The man who blinded our friend, Mr. 
Dem psey——””’ 

“Tug, kid!’ 

“Well, you’ve made a brave tug of it!”’ 

‘*Who wouldn’t wid such a crowd— 
Nick Carter’s crowd! It beats de world!”’ 
exuberated the pugilist. 

“There’s that horrible asylum den to 
break up, too—I’m determined on that!”? 
spoke Bob, resolutely. 

“That will have to follow, sure,’ as- 
sented Jack. ‘‘All this will be great news 
or our injured friend, Ross. ‘This man’s 
death makes his way easy hereafter.”’ 

‘*And Roxy’s brave, better news of the 
rescued child will be the final drop in his 


cup of 
earnestly. 

‘*And this!”’ 

Roxy spoke with a spring. 

Her quick eyes always everywhefe, 
they were in the right place this time. 

The sapling she had upooted showed a 
handkechief package protruding. She 
guessed as she grabbed it—she knew as 
she opened it. 

*‘Look !”? she spoke, simply. 

All eyes were dazzled... 

‘“The gems——’’ began Jack Burton. 

‘*RFrom the mummy’s head! cried 
Bob Ferret. 

And the case was ended. 


happiness!’’ declared Bob, 


[THE END. ] 


The next number of the Nick Carter 
Weekly will contain ‘‘Trusty No. 333; 
or, The Face on the Prison Wall Cell, 
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